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In this CoUeflion is repxinted the 

fragment : o^, alien anu (tPlla* 

Which 

(UNKNOWN TO THE AUTHOR) 

Appeared fome Years fince under the Title of 
To which is fubjoined, 

A Journey to, and Defcription of, the 
PARACLETE, 

r 

Near the City of Troyes, in Champagne, where 
Abelard and EloiTa were buried. 



Nunc 'ver/us et 


catera 


ludicra, pono ! H o r . 
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T O 

PETER VALLETE, Esq. 

SIR! 

DEDICATIONS to noblemen, or titled 
commoners, r5i3ii<ijL.me of thofe un- 
happy ignorants,( who,' m'OTjtcnding to de- 
fcribe the beauty of any' eotuijiry, generally 
mention what great buildirig'$4(re to be feen 
there ; and negleft, inforn^ijigrus of the cot- 
tage, which (hall, perhaps",' have more neat- 
nefs, and elegance without ; and, of courfe, 
more happinefs and hofpitality within, than 
the proudcft of thofe flrudures may, fo 
vainly, boaft— - 

— I, therefore, addrefs this to you. Sir ! 
and have anticipated the fentcnce of but too 
many by the title it bears —Nay, which it 

A nn\\\ 
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will, I fear, fo well merit even from your 
benevolent felf — 

» 

— If I have taken, Sir ! a, perhaps, unbe- 
comkig advantage, by your abfence ; which, 
had you been in England, your modefty would 
have, no doubt, refufed ; all I can fay in my 
juftification. Is, that you deferve, if you may 
not defire, it — 

— 'Tis a tribute. Sir ! though a fmall one, 
of that friendfliip I owe to you, and ever 
muft! in accepting me your guardian — and, 
when it was neceflary, on fo feeling an occa- 
fion as was your own, to leave England behind 
us, it flattered me |iot a little that you at once 
acquiefced— -and, though of fuch an inde- 
pendant fortune, never looked back upon our 
travels, or exerted an orphan's power, even 
when your mind was mod blifter'd — and 
which, at that tender age, is apt to be leaft 
curable — 

—What I offer to you. Sir ! was often your 
amufement on the road, when even the moft 
intimate, daily together in the fame equi- 
page, and unafliiled by frefli company, are 

obliged. 
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obliged, often, to refort even to mere trifles, 
the better to pufh on the minute hand of 
time, if fatigue, fometimes, and, often, ill- 
nefs, forbid more material difcourfe— 

—They were moft of them compofed, if 
fuch trifles may deferve that ferious appellation, 
at an age when rhime is but too— too apt to 
lord it over reafon ; and judgement, as often, 
is found to give way to the almoft irrefiftible 
torrent of fancy, which wantonly riots at 
the expence of wifdom — 

— The trouble of granting copies, and its 
fure confequence, ftill mutilated extrafts ap- 
pearing againft me, in all proflitute corners of 
news-papers and magazines, I was advifed to 
exert my right— and, though a lord's pepper- 
corn may feem an objecft of indifference, yet 
is it a necefl'ary claim— 

— As for any more productions, while we 
were fo long under the roof of a gracious 
fovereign, they are tranflations, or, rather, 
imitations, of the Glaflics j which, being 
dreft up with German anecdotes, v/ould be 
difpleafing, perhaps, to Englifli eais — ^V^xxS.^ -ax. 
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the beft, draw on me more envy, here, than 
I ever found at that illuftrious court, only 
becaufc the faid compofitions would difcover 
how the monarch "may delight in being the 
man, and having the priviledge of every 
the meaneft fubjefl: — the choice of a private 
friend — though amidft public life — 

— But tbefe honors, however, originally 
flow from yourfelf — 'Twas your wi(h. Sir ! 
to ftay at that court— it immediately became 
my own ; and the length of time gave me op- 
portunities of recommending myfelf, which a 
(hort fojourn could not have efFecSed— 

— You will not, I hope. Sir I abate your 
friendftiip, becaufe I am, once, caught in the 
fa6l of printing — Authors, indeed, are, in ge- 
neral, the reverfe of all other objeds — They 
magnify by diftance — they diminifh by ap- 
proach — It reminds me of a city in perfpedive, 
vvhcre the towers, the fpires, and lofty parts 
of it, are feen with admiration ; but, on a 
nearer approach, we difcover narrow ftreets, 
ofrcnfive objefts, perhaps — till we are, almoft, 
led to repent we ever quitted our firft dif- 
tance i 
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tance $ and wifh, again, though too late, to 
he thus, happily^ deceived as before ! 

—The curtain of your youthful Tallies 
being, now, dropt, by an approach to tef- 
tamentary age, your friends, and myfelf 
among that number (if you will do me the 
courtefy ta reckon on my veracity) expe<£t to 
fee you aft a confiderable part in the theatre 
of life ; and which your extended fortune, 
more particularly, calls upon you for— Info* 
much I that your faults, equairy as virtues, 
will be, then, more confpicuous, in pro- 
portion as you are, thus, fet up to public 
view— 

—111 fhould I deferve former fricndfliips 
from the beft-natured and moft generous of 
men, not to give it, thus, under my band, 
that I may never recede from it — what I 
often advance in private, fpite of my inten- 
tions, but feldom reaches you— 

—Yet do I, daily, beg of many who, with- 
out any judgment of their own, dare to judge^ 
of you by appearances^ only, that they would 
but endeavour to copy your goodheart^i if tlv<i\t 
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own kpaJs are iofinljhedy and which I much 
doubt, as not to want a further improve- 
ment themfelves^^ 

— As to the volume ! it is not the quan- 
tity, but quality, of readers, I fliould wi{h 
—And, if I can but obtain yonty and a few 
others, approbation, I little care how great 
the majority of fome readers is againft me— • 

— -I beg pardon for this intrufion on your 
hours of buiinefs, or minutes of amufement ^ 
and 

Have, truly, the honor to be. 



Kingllon oa Thames^ 

July lo, 1767, With all gratitude, &Ci 



The Author. 



TO THE READER. 

MANY of the following may fecm, 
perhaps, to want a key, the better to 
explain them — but preparatory titles would rob 
many of a pleafure in guefling their meaning 
—While others, with all initial afliftance, 
would never be fprightly enough, perhaps, ' 
to find any at all — It appears very vifible, 
that the ode, in page 102, alludes to a prefent 
of an handkerchief — As does that in the 3ifl', 
to fpme words in a private letter of this na- 
ture—** Tou are now at reji\ andy perhapSj 
*' dreaming of me^ — As the lady was a con- 
vert foon after the letter from Rome, in page 
130 ; this method of treating their ridiculous 
relics might, perhaps, have haftened it, pre- 
ferably to all the elaborate difcourfes of fo 
profound a divine as is aDn B , or a Dr. 
M 1. 



ii TO THE READER. 

N. B. What is offered of Horace^ is, 
only, meant as a general allujion to tliat 
author, adapted to a particular occafion — And 
if, in the journey to, and defcription of, the 
Paraclete^ I have not defcended to many more 
tnerey mere trifles, it was for want of fo circum" 
Jiantial and minute a pen as that of a Dr. 
D J. 



ERRATA. 

Page 52, 1. 5, read, Where frlenMip, every Jhalibe love. 
p. 55, 1. II. iotfiraw roof, r. r^o/t. p. 58, 1. i, r. can ere 
take away. p. 73, 1. 11, tor tears, r. fears, p. 74, I. 11, for 
ptuft, r. «;ii7. p. 87, 1. 7, for pr^ytbee, r, pray ye, p. 99, 
1. 3, for hit, T.yet, p. 107, 1. 7, for that, r. the, p. 136, !• 
XX. for/^ r. ^, p. 193. l«z« ioiever, x»furety% 
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The LOVER and the FRIEND- 

I. 

ENDU'D with all that could adorn. 
Or blefs, the firft and faircft born ! 
A Sod ! that looks fuperior down. 
Let giddy Fortune fmile or frown ; 
With Age's wifdom, not her years, 
Stella^ all excellence appears ! 
Then, who can blame me, if I blend 
The Name of Lover, with the Friend f 

IL 

Like Noah^s dove, my bufy breall: 
Hat rov*d to find a place of refl! 
Some faithful bofom, to repofe. 
And huih, the family of woes. 



« BAGATELLES. 

Then, do I dream ? or, have I found 
The fair and hofpitable ground ? 
Ah ! Quit your fex's rules, and lend 
A Lover's wiihesto the Friend. 

nr. 

Abfence, I try'd — but try 'd in vaia ! 
It heals not, but upbraids my pain ; 
For Thee ! I'd bear the reaper's toil. 
For Thee ! confume the midnight oil : 
Then, to your judgment, wou'd I owe 
All that I read, and write, and know : 
Can thofe who wiih, like me, pretend 
To part the Lov£R and theFRi£NO ? 

IV. 

Come, then ! and let us dare to prove 
Difmterefted fweets of love ; 
For, gen'rous love no dwelling finds 
In poor and mercenary minds : 
Laugh at life's idle flutt'ring things ; 
Look down, with pity upon kings ; 
Carelefs ! who like, or difcommend, 
Sieft in the Lover and the Friend 1 
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V; 

Oh f come^ and we'll together hafle, 
O'er fife's uncomfortable walle: 
Bear the fharp thorn, to find the rofe. 
And fmile at tranfitory woes ; 
Keep the bright goal of Hope in view. 
Nor, look behind, as others do ; 
Till Death, and only Death (hall end 
At once the Lover and the Friend.* 



* The original copy of this bears date previous to the 
late ingenious Mr. Morels produdlion. A::J, as it was read 
to him, in an hour of intimacy, perhaps fomebody prevail- 
ed on him to write one (imilar. 



B a TO 



4 BAGATELLES. 

T o- 

a 

A LADY IN DISTRESS. 

TO wipe the tear from forrbw's eye. 
And flop the unavailing £gh ; 
Tho', all a ftranger can bedoWy , 
'Tis fomething, fure, to melt at woe! 
Kindly to feel, what others feel. 
And biufti the frailty to reveal ! 
Untold, byfympathy, to find 
The ftruggles of a virtuous mind j 
To few, alas! this fkill is giv'n. 
For 'tis the fav'rite gift of Heav'tt* 

To fmooth the wretched bed of pain,, 
And bid the dying— live again ! 
For charity, by greatnefs led. 
Can all, alas ! but wake the dead ; 
This, only, can the wealthy Ihare! 
But wealth, unkindly! flies from care: 
And, cruelly, his vifit pay?. 
To health and joy, and happier days. 



Thea 



BAGATELLES. 5 

Then tell me, you, who may overlook 
Fair Nature's wide unerring book ; 
And, you, who daily read mankind. 
Oh ! fay, can pity be refin'd ? 
Companion, mercy, fweetly prove 
Fair friendfhip, charity and love. 

'Tis the foft defcending rain 
On the parcht and rufTet plain. 
Which, companion of the fpring ! 
Bids the valley laugh and fing. 

'Tis the kind autumnal dew» 
O'er the lilly's fick'ninghue; 
PleasM * (unknowing, and unknown) 
Thus to make the world her own. 

*Tis the fouthern wind that blows—* 
Friendly ! midft eternal fnows— 
Gales ! that cheer the drooping fage, 
Opening hopes on hopes in age. 

'Tis the fun's enliv'ning ray 
Driving night's fad ihade away. 
Cheering the bewilder'd fwain 
Who defpair*d to live again. 

B 3 ^Tit 
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'Tis the all in all we hare, 
'Tis our comfort in the grave f 
From the woeful hour of birth 
/Tis the heav'n of heavens on earth. 

* Portia, in the Jew of Venice, fpealdng of Mercy, hys y 

** It fall« ! as does the gentle dew, from Heav'n, 
'* Upon the vale, beneath : it is twice bleft J 
<< It blelTes him that gives^ as him that takes. 
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T O 

THE SAME, AT PARTING.. 

L 

TH O' fairer than the lil!y*i hue 
Whofe fnowy bell, yet weeping dcwy 
So meekly bends to earth ! 
The' fparkling, daily, from afar 
Each eye appears that welcome flar 
Which gives the morning birth •■ 

IL 

Yet ! blame not me, if, filent (till>. 
I let each coxcomb talk his fill. 

And flatter ev*ry gr^ce : 
I have a thoufand proofs, in flore^^ 
That beauty is a charm, no more 
Than while we view the face. 

HI. 

One bright perfedtion, in the mind. 
Will leave each dimpling grace behind^ 
That ne'er returns^ ^gain ! 
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Prefent ! I own your face may charm ; 
Buty abfent ! only minds can warm 
And turn, to pleafure^ pain. 

IV. 

Then, give me that which may endure ! 
And proVe, in banifhment, a cure 

To ev'ry human woe 1 
The.flow'rs of May (hall drew the ground; 
But know the laurel will be found 

Amidft December's fnow. 



■ Uft 






BAGATELLES. 9 

,eft in a Confession-Box, at an English 
Convent, in Brussels. 

L 

'T7ITH hands, bigh-ereaed, and up- 

▼ V lifted eyes ; . 

onfefs me your fins, child ! each reverend crieft^ 

As beauty approacl^es the ilooly 
he keys, like St. Peter, of Heav*n I keep : 
ou have nothing to do, but confefs and to wcep» 

Sweet falvation's infallible rule. 

n. 

lit, as to your follies, and failings, my dear ( 
eep them to yourfelf, for I ne'er interfere 

In matters fo endlefs as thofe. 
bfolution is, there, in your pow'r alone. 
ou may weep, and repent, or, may let it alone^. 

Believe me,, Til not iaterpofc* 

in. 

sar, reverend father, fair Cloe replies, 
:hank you for all your angelic advice : 
But, truft me, tho' here at your flool, 
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The woman who, weakly, her errors avows^. 
Di%races her fex, and, that inflant, allows 
Ev'ry fchool-boy to call her a fool. 

IV. 

To blindfold an hufband is, truly, a joy ; 
The iirft, and the laft, of our fex's employ, . 

From the cradle quite on to the fhroud : 
Then, tell me ! ye critics in hearts, if you can^ - 
How a poor filly woman (hall conquer her man« 

If fhe trumpets her follies, aloud! 

V. 

We better are taught, at our infantine hour : 
Too well ! mothers know what fupports their 
own pow'r. 
Not to tutor their daughters when young. 
No, no ! all my fins I will, freely, confefs : 
And I'll truft Heav'n and You with all thefe 
more or lefs. 
But I'll die, e're I own myfelf wrong. 



T« 
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To a LADY. 

I. 

YES! if reafon could heal but a third of 
thofe cares 
Which fancy, too often, will prove ; 
Then the hermit might wander at vefpertine 

pray'rs ; 
Quit his Heav'n, and divine St. Cecilia's airs. 
For mere earth, and the mufic of love. 

11. 

« 

But, alas ! while we, wantonly, nibble thel)ait. 

Perdition, too furely, is found : 
And pleas'd, for a while, with the elegant cheat^ 
•Wc fwallow the hook, we invite our fad fate ! 
And we bleed, cr*e we think of a wound. 

III. 

Thrice happy the infant ! who, wrapt up in joy. 

With his bauble amufes the day ; 
Now beholds, and now loves, the dear inno* 

cent toy ; 
TheB, at night ! when his fancy begins but to 
cloy. 
Can forget, and, can ficcp it awa^ \ 
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IV. 

Ah! who'd be man, then? or, to manhood afpire? 

So dearly we pay for o^r love. 
If we view but your beauty J q'courfe we admire ! 
Then ! kindles that ftrange un-accountable fire 

Which not reafon, nor time, can remove* 

V. 

Then fhew us, ye moralifts, ihew if you can> 

Where fprings the Platonical flow'r ! 
The Bee, that gives honey, gives alfo a wound: 
With the fweet, but too often ! a bitter is found 
That defies e'en philofophy*s pow'r. 



Left 
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Left in a Temple at Hagley-P ark, the 
Scat of the R. H. Lord Lyttleton. 

Iaik'd the living, and the dead. 
Where, where, alas ! is virtue fled ? 
The anfwer, was. Too curious man ! 
Seek her, and find her, if you can. 

Long, long, I rov'd ! but, in the dark. 
From feat, to feat, from park, to park : 
The fond purfuit, fays I, is vain. 
So I'll betake me home, again ! 

The ilraw-rooft cottage, built to pleaie. 
Or cheat the mind, with dreams of eafe; 
If guilt prevails, (for what is worfe ?) 
The remedy, becomes a curfe. 

Here ! innocence, and virtue, meet. 
To form an un-decaying feat. 
Here ! fiiendfhip, love, and honor, joinM, 
A cottage build in ey'ry mind. 

No more ! I tread Eutopean ground. 
Virtue, at Hagley-Park is found: 

• C ^^ 
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Go ! afk the mailer for the key. 
He ne'er denies it you, or me ! 

He, keep a key ! who can impart 
Each bleffing of the nobleft heart ; 
Who deals, in eloquence, away 
That virtue, which can vice difmay ! 

•Tistrue! but, yet, of later date 
The truflis, rather, found too great ; 
I^'or think the poet nods, or fleeps. 
It is the only key •■he keeps. 



* Alluding to his Gardens and Houfe bang ever o; 
Strangers, 
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To Mifs Augusta Ayscough, on her 

Birth-Day, 

YOUNG, • as I am t yet, as, a friend, 
I mufl, ^ith diffidence, pretend 
On this important day to (hew. 
What thoufands can't ; or dare not do ! 
Truth, is the word, that ftranger, truth— 
To kings, courts, beauty, and to youth ! 

Whatpaft, in life, till in your teens, 
I count as fpent behind the fcenes ! 
But, now! the curtain fairly drawn. 
Behold your part is coming on ! 

Firft, let no fervant, (man, or, woman) 
Engage a queftion, more than common : 
By this expedient I tho* you gain 
The charadier of proud, or vain. 
Yet know, fair creature ! from that hour 
Your happinefs is in your pow'r. 

As, now I the time will foon approach. 
For love, and paflion, to encroach ;.. 

C z Next 



i8 PAGATELL|:S^ 

Such ! as, without a more, or lefs. 
Leads to the path of happinefs. 
She fmil'd — then bid me wait on you ; 
And faid there was enough for two. 



* The Author conceals himfelf here as if a Minor va« 

known. 
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Lines on an upright Grave-Stone, in the 
Gardens of Jonathan Tyers, Efq. at 
Denbigh, iniSruRRY. 

TO O oft ! th' unthinking part of human 

Punflual to folly, or in vice, we find ! 
When pleafure calls, or fancy leads the way. 
The giddieft knows, and keeps> th'appointed day; 
While ev'ry trifler, cries ! " Since life's a breath, 
** To-morrow nothing fhall prevent but death.*' 
Why mujft the tongue, alone, that word impart ? 
Why comes it not, ye thoughtl^fs ! from the heart? 
Why, againft ev'ry other debt prepare. 
And nature's, ftill, more certain debt forbear ? 
Death is the certain end of all who live : 
Health, may prolong ! but can't the debt forgive. 
Then why procraftinate the wholfom hour ? 
When the next moment is beyond ouF pow'r I 
Millions have liv'd upon to-morrow's name. 
And, dying! found to-morrow never came. 
Enter the gate ! unlefs your paufing mind 
Unwilling leaves the glitt'ring world behind ! 
Thefe fcenes a momentary Heav'n can fliow : 
For contemplation's all the Heav'n we know. 

Wrote 
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Wrote on a Term in the fame Gardent) 
which is pointed by a Male Skull, on. 
entering the Temple of Death.. 

WH Y, ftart I the cafe is your's, or will be 
foon ! 
Some years, perhaps ! — perhaps, another moon-; 
Life, in its utmofl fpan, is flill a breath; 
Aad thofe who longefl dream, mnSt wake ia 
deaths 

Like you ! I once thought ev'ry hlifs fccure> 
And gold, of ev'ty ill, the certain cure ; 
*Till ! fteep'd in forrows, and bcfieg'd with paiB^ 
Too late I found all earthly riches vain ; 
Difeafe, with (com, threw back the fordid fee: 
And Deaths flili anfwer'd-^what is gold to me? 

Fame^ tillea, honors ! next I, vainly, fought ; 
And^ fools, obfequioua, nurs'd the childish. 

thought. 
Circled !. with bribed applaufe,. and purchasM 

praife, 
I built on endleG raptures^ endlefi day$ ! 

Tia 



BAGATELLES, 21 

^Till death awak*d me, from a dream of pride. 
And laid a prouder beggar by my fide. 

Pleafure, I courted, and obey'd my tafle ! 

The banquet, fmiPd, and fmil'd^ the gay repaft; 

A loathfom carcafs was my conftant care, 

And worlds were raAfack'd but for me to fhare ! 

Go on, vain man ! to luxury be firm ; 

Yet know I feafled, but to feaft a worm ! 

Already, fure ! lefs terrible I feem. 

And you, like me, can own that life's a 

dream; 
Farewell ! remember ! nor my words defpife : 
The only, happy ! are the early wife. 



Under 
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Under another Term pointed with a 

Female Skull. 

BLUSH noty ye fair! to own me, bat, be 
wife! 
Nor turn, from fad mortality, your eyes : 
Fame, fays, and fame, alone, can tell how true ! 
I, once, was lovely,^and, belov'd like you. 

Where are my votaries ? where, my flatterers^ 

now? 
Fled ! with the fubjeft of each lover's vow : 
Adieu ! the rofe's red, and lilly's white. 
Adieu! thofe eyes, which made the darknefs 

light. 
No more, alas ! that coral lip is feen : 
Nor longer breathes the fragrant gale, between. 

Turn, from your miri-or ! and behold, in me. 
At once what thoufands can't, or dare not, fee I 
Unvarnifh'd, I, the real truth impart. 
Nor, here ! am plac'd, but to diredl the heart : 
Survey me well, ye fair ones ! and believe. 
The grave, may terrify, but, can't deceive. 



Oa 
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On beauty's fragil bafe no more depend ! 

Here ! yOuth> and pleafure, age and forrow, end ! 

Here ! drops the msJk, here ! ihuts the final 

fcene, 
Noir differs grave threefcore, fi-om gay fifteen : 
All prefsy alike, to that fame goal the tomb. 
Where wrinkled Laura fmiles at Cloe's bloomi 

When coxcombs flatter, and when fools adore. 
Learn, here, the lelFoh to be vain no njore ! 
Yet 1 virtue, fiill, againft decay caii arm. 
And even lend mortality a charm. 



SONG. 
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SONG. 

L 

I Said to my heart, in the way of difcoarle^ 
For we, ofcen> coafabulate, madam ! 
Will you never be foften'd ? and yield to the 

force 
Of beauty, wit, fenfe, and good nature, o'courfe. 
When you know, and well know, who has 
had 'em. 

II. 

Muft I ftill, like our parent, fee ev'ry dove 
With an help-mate enjoying creation ? 
The awkwardeft beaft, of the field, finds a love 
To Hamp his own image, or, fweetly remove 
AU his cares, by that foft confervation. 

in. 

When have I, cries my heart! been your 
enemy, yet? 
An't I always, in danger, at hand ? 
When atUck'd by a villain, the villain has met. 
His match, at the leaH, and been forc'd to 
fubmit : 
In this ! you muft own Vm your friend. 

IV. When 
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IV. 

When, defpis'd by the rich ! don't I, inflantly, 
give 
You the foul to defpife them, again ? 
'Tis, thus ! you arc made, ev'ry moment you 

live, 
independent in fancy, and taught to believe 
The ballance is your's in the main ? 

V. 

Can I> pray, confider ! be deem'd as your foe. 
When that honor which, daily, you prove. 
In (corning mean things,*— this your enemies 

know! 
From the heart, and thence only, believe me, 

can flow 
In your life, in your friendfbip, and love. 

VL 

Then ! ceafe to condemn me, or, blame your 
bed friend. 
Hence know, and rely on me better ; 
The moment I hear of the girl who can tend 
To the blifs of your life, fi'om beginning to end, 
ril burn, ^nd not reft till you get her. 

D K^- 
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ANOTHER, 

I. 

SI C K, of the town ! at once, I flew. 
To contemplation's rural feat ; 
Adieu ! fays I, vain world ! adieu. 

Fools only fludy to be great. 
The book, the lamp, the hermit ceU, 
The ruifet gown, and raoffie floor : 
All thefe I had, 'twas mighty well ! 
But yet I wanted fomething more. 

n. 

Back to the bufy world, again, 

I hurry'd foon, in hopes to find 
Eafe from imaginary pain ! 

Quiet of heart, and peace of mind ! 
Gay fcenes, and grandeur, ey'ry hour 

My eyes with admiration fill. 
The world feem'd all withii^ my pow*r : 

And yet I wanted fomething flilL 

m. 

Cities, and groves (by turns) were try'd ; 
'Twas all, ye fair ! an idle tale : 

Cse: 
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Caclia» at length ! became a bride, 

A bride to Damon of the vale : 
Earth fmiVdy at once ! the gloom was cheer'd, 

Damon was kind, (I can't tell, how,} 
Each place an Eden, now, appear'd ; 

And C»lia wanted aothing, now ! 



92 AN- 
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ANOTHEil, Sung by a LAD Y^ 

I. 



TO make the man kind, and keep true to 
the bed, 
V/hom your choice, or your deftiny, brings 

you to wed ; 
Take an hint from a friend, whom experience 

has taught. 
And experience, we know ! never fails, whea 
'tis bought* 

The arts which you praftis'd, at firft, to enfnare^ 
(For in love little arts, as in battle, are fair) 
Whether neatnefs, or prudence, or wit were 

the bait. 
Let the hook, ftill be cover'd, and flill play 

the cheat. 

iir. 

Shou'd he fancy another, upbraid not his -flame ! 
To reproach rim is never t-.e way to reclaim : 
'Tis more to recover, than conquer, an heart: 
For one, is all nature ; the other, all art. 

lY. 
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IV. 

Tho' a fairer, than you, he fhou'd happen to fee ! 
Be pleas'd with his choice : and then,, wifh yoa 

were (he : 
Slyly find out your rival's particular charms ; 
And, at night! be the very faxnegirlin his arms. 

V. 

GoodTenfe !' is to them, what a face is to you : 

Flatter that, and, like us, they but think it 
their due : 

Doubt the ftrength of your judgment,, com- 
pared to his own. 

And he'll give you perfedions, at prefeat un- 
known. 

vr: 

Shou'd you learn that your rival, his bounty 

partakes, 
Atid your merited favour, ungrateful! forfakes; 
Still, Hill, debonair! flill engaging, and free ; 
Be deaf, the' you hear; and be blind, while 
* you fee. 
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ODE. 

L 

WH Y ftartSy from either eye, a tear. 
Which Stella cannot know ? 
Why breathes a iigh (he fhall not hear, 
Tho' tribute to her woe ? 

II. 

True pity ('tis a poor relief) 
In fecret, turns the friend ; 

For there's an avarice in grief. 
That heaps, tho' to no end, 

III. 

Yet ! v/hat avails each mifer's hoard 

' Of grief, or golden ore ? 
The one, may not his tears afford I 
The other, won't his florc. 

IV. 

Kind to your woes ! my words may own. 
What my fad eyes muft keep ! 

For, grief is catching when *tis known ; 
And, why ihould Stella weep ? 
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TO THE SAME. 



EV'N, now (cries Stella with afmile^) 
He dreams of me, and, fleeps ! 
While flie, in forrow, the fad while, 
Marks the pale lamp^ and weeps 1 

II. 

But! what avails the midnight dream. 

Which we can ne'er create ? 
A mere imaginary fcheme! 

tver too foon, too late I ) 

III. 

One waking thought, which we command. 

May ev'ry truth intend ! 
In dreams !^ our foes may reach their hand. 

And feem the bofom friend. 

IV. ! 

But ! frce'd from fetters of repofe. 
When we awake to day ! 

One thought ! may heal my Stella's woes- 
One wifh! her cares repay. 
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ALLEN and ELLA 



FRAGMENT*; 

I. 

ON the banks of that cryftaline ftream 
Where Thames, oft, his current delays ;: 
And charms, more than Pbets can dream. 
In his Richmond's bright villa purveys; 

II. 

Fair Ella ! of all the gay throng 
The faireft that Nature had feen^. 

Now, drew tv^ry village, along. 

From the day. (he iirfl: danc'd on the green,. 

III. 

Ah ! boaft not of beauty's fond pow'r, 
For Ihorr is the triumph, ye fair !' 

Not fleeter the bloom of each ftow'i- ; 
And hope is but gilded defpair. 

IV. His 
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IV. 

His affcdlion each fwain, now, behold 

By riches endeavors to prove ! 
But Ella, ftill, cries what is gold. 

Or wealth, when compared to his love f 

V. 

Yes! Allen, together, we'll wield 

Our fickles in fummer's bright day ; 

Together we'll leaze, o'er the field. 
And fmile all our 1 oors, away. 

VL 

In winter ! I'll winnow the wheat 

As it falls from thy flail on the ground : 

That flail will be muiic as fweet 

When thy voice in the labor is drown'd* 

v:l 

How oft wou'd he fpeak of his blifs ! 

How oft wou'd he call her his maid I 
And Allen wou'd ieal with a kifs 

Ev'ry promife and vow that he laid* 
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vm. 

But, hark ! o'er the grafs-level % land. 
The village bells found on the plain ; 

Jalfe Allbn ! this morn gave his hand» 

And Ella's fond tears are in vain. > 

IX. 

Sad Ella, too foon, heard the tale ! 

Too ibon the fad caufe (he was. told ! 
That his was a nymph of the vale: 

That he broke his fond promise for gold. 

X. 

As fhe walk'd by the margin fo green^ 
Which t fide. 

How oft', was fhe languifhing feen ! 

How oft', wou'd flie gaze on the tide! 

XI. 

By the clear river, then, as fhe fatCj 

Which refle£led herfelf and the mead ;. 

Awhile ! fhe be-wept her fad fare, 

And the green-turf, (till, pillow'd her head* 

Xn. There 
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xn. 

There^ there ! is it Ella^ I fee ! 

'Tis Ella, th« loft, undone maid ! 
Ah ! no, 'tis fome Ella, like me. 

Some haplefs young virgin betray'd ! 

XIIL 

Like me ! ihe has forrow'd and wept ; 

Like me ! ihe has, fondly, believ'd; 
Like me ! her true promife ihe kept. 

And, like me, too, isjuflly, deceived. 

XIV. 

I come, dear companion in grief ! 

Gay icenes and fond pleafures, adieu ! 
I come ! and we'll gather relief 

From bofoms fo chafte and fo true ! 

XV. 

Like you ! I have mourn'd the long night : 
And wept out the day, in defpair ! 

Like you! I have baniih'd delight. 
And bofom'd a friend in my care. 
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XVL 

Yc meadows ! fo lively §, farewell. 

Your velvet, ftill, Allen fhall tread 1 

All deaf to the found of that knell 

Which tolls for his Ella when dead* 

XVIL 

Your wiflx will, too fure ! be obey'd ; 

Nor, Allen her lofs (hall bemoan! 
$oon, foon ! fhall poor Ella be laid 

Where her heart fhall be cold as your ow 

xvm. 

Then, twin'd in the arms of that fair, 

Whofe wealth has been Ella's fad fate; 

As, together, ye draw the free air. 

And a thoafand dear pleafures relate ; 

XIX, 

If chance, o'er my turf, as yc tread. 

Ye dare to affedl a fond figh ! 
The primrofe will fhrink her pale head. 

And H ■ ■ —— — die. 



XX. Ah 
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XX. 

Ah ! weep not, fond maid ! 'tis, in vain ; 

Like the tears which you lend to the Hream ; 
Tears ! are loft in that wat'ry plain ; 

And your fighs are, ftill> loft upon him, 

XXI, 

^arce ! echo had gather'd the fonnd. 

But fhe plung'd from her grafs-fpringing bed: 

The liquid ftream parts, to the ground ; 
And the mirror clos'd over her head, 

XXH. 

The fwains of the village, at eve, 

Oft\ meet at the dark-fpreading yew ; 

There, wonder how man cou'd deceive 
A bofom fo chafte, and fo true. . 

xxm. 

With garlandsy of ev'ry flow'r, 

(Which Ella, hcrfelf fhoa'd have made,) 
They raife up a ihort-living bow'r ; 

Andy £ghing! cry, << Peace to her fliade. 
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XXIV. 

Then! hand-Iock'd-in-hand, as they move 
The green-platting hillock, around: 

They talk of poor Ella, and love ; 

And freihen, with tdars, the fair ground. 

XXV. 

Nay, wifh ! they had never been born. 
Or liv'd, the fad moment to view ! 

When her Allen cou'd thus be forfworn. 
And his Ella cou'd^ flill, be fo true* 



* A furreptltlous copy of this appeared (agreeable to the 
date, below,) under the names of Colin and Lucy: and, 
at a time ^ hen all modern productions were decry*d, ^this 
piece, by means of the following preface, met with an ap- 
probation which otherwife, no doubt, it would have failed 
of. ♦ 

To the READER. 

The M. S. bears date (Anno, 1609,) at Eaft-Sheene, 
in Surry, the then bright refidence of a Maiden-Queen, and 
her royal court. Who the perfonages were, conceaFd tinder 
the fimple characters of Allen and Ella, does not 
rightly appear ) but, as a lady of the noble faxnily of Hun- 
gerford is recorded to have drowned herfelf much about that 
period, *6s more than psobable it gave birth to the above 
fo affecting tale; and the reader is left to judge, how far. 
the productions of that refined age, would have exceeded 
thofe of the prefent, had more of them been, fortunately, 
preferved. 

It is hoped, that time has not fo injured other pieces, as 
te prevent their being prefenCtd to the public hereafter. What 

parti 
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parts of this were unintelligible, are only gucft at : for 
the editor, as he would not dare the adding to, chofe, alio, 
BOt to diminiih from^ fo valuable a Frag mint* 

Richmond, May i> 1755 

% Moft likely the village ofPxTXRSHAM. 

+ In the original (much damaged in th's particular place) 
it fcems to be I ** Which befringes that fweet river's lidc." 

^ In the M, S. it appears, *' lovely." 

I Perhaps ! it is, « And, the violet languiih and die/* 
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ODE. 

I. 

HO W fleet are all our earthly joy*^ 
Which only paffion guides I 
How firm the very idleft toys, 

Where reafon's hand prcfides J 

For, reafon, fure ! may iritcrfere 

In triflfis of an hour ! 
Thus exercife, to health, is clear j 

And wit gives fpirits pow'r ! 

III. 

But ! love to rcar)n, flill a foe,, 

For ever ofTers pain ! 
Let us, then, Stella, fly from woe> 

By wearing reafon's chain. 

IV. 

That chain can never gall the mind : 

When love, for ever, will ! 
Ah ! leave, then, love's foft crown, behind ; 

And rule^ by friexid/hip, ilill ! 

O D 
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ODE. 

L 

A H ! then> be not conccrn'd that I weep, 
. And repleniih the lake, with my tears : 
For, fuch tears who wou'd labor to keep ? * 

Let them flow, 'till a river appears! 

n. 

They are tears-^-not of forrow, bot joy ; 

Such as angels are faid to let fall I 
When thofe iinners> whofe minds feel a cloy^ 

With contrition obey their recall. 

For the cheek that is dimpled, each hour. 
And, Hill, fmiles at each tranfient jell ; 

Sure, is haplefs beyond ev'n the pow'r 

Of fuch forrows, ais mine, to make blefl^ 

IV. 

For, indeed ! 'tis to forrow, we owe 

More than books,, that we ever are wife ; 

Without pain ! what true pleafure can flow ? 
'Tis of all our beil knowledge the prize. 

« E 3 N.Vv 
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y. 

In the glitter, and fun-flui>e, of joy 

We are dazzled, and fee not our good i 

Heav'n fends us, ia kindnefs, alloy, , 

And his hand heals, however, 'tis rude 

VI. 

For the med'cine which tafteful appears. 
Is not, always^ the beft to reftore ; 

Even poifbn has virtues, and tears 

Are the iigns that your forrow is o'er* 

VII. 

Oh ! how fweet is adverfity's frown ? 

Still more fweet than the fmiles of fuccefis 1 
£v*n ingratitude tells us our own ; 

And, in fecret, finds methods to blefi.. 

vm. 

Then, let's fwallow the dear bitter pill ; 

Since we know 'tis intended to cure I 
Real good is, but, viiible ill : 

For the firft, we'll the latter endure ! 



IX. 'Ti* 
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'Tis the ihade which, alone, points the hour : 
'Tis retirement which marks out the man i 

Nay, our woes are the keys to that door. 
Which but opens to wifdom's true plan.. 

X: 

Yes ! afilidion's the fchool of true worth,. 

By that friend we are never deceived I 
From the day that we weep • at our birth j 

'Tis adveriity proves we have liv'd» 



When we are born. 



We cry that -we are come into a life of forrow. 
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Wrote at Geneva. 

I. 

A S my Stella and I, arm in arm, t' other day^ 
Sick of prattle, and, almoil, with nothing 
to fay ! 
Now floop'd down to pick pebbles, all faft by 

the lake ; 
And, now, dipp'd both our feet in for me»e fro* 

lie's fake» 
Pry thee I tell me, fays flie, if, our filence may end ! 
What that lake moidrefembles?— and, I will attend « 

II. 

When, as now, quite unruffled a mirror it fcems,. 
*Tis like Stella when love, from her counte* 

nance, beams. 
But a Beeze *, from that vilefl of corners the 

north. 
Spoils its beauty, at once, and its charms are 

naught worth: 
Shou'd difdain, once, thus enter my Stella's 

calm breafl. 
She wou'd look juft the fame, 'till, her heart wa» 

at reft, 

III. Next 
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N9xUt« filent, flUUoAirXe muft its deptk fartly 
' prove ; 

So your iilence bcfpeaks^ both, your wifdom and 
' love* 

Little flreams that run prattling, and babblings 
along; 

Arc all ihallow> we know, and like foniebody's 
tongue ; 

Which, from mosn to dull night, rattles on . 
without thought; 

By my Stella defpis'd, as^ by wifdom, un- 
taught* 

IV. 

Now ! the flraws which appear on the furface to 

float, 
^re thofe errors of fancy, which fools only no^ : 
Por the few, like myfelf, who your wifdom per- 
ceive, 
Mnft dive thus to the bottom before they believe r 
There we find beds of pearl, and of gold, the 

pure ore; 
But not, here, in the fliallows, where fools, only, 
pore. 

V. Thflf^ft 
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V. 

Thofc villa's unnumbcr'd which befringe ^ 

lake's fide, 
Of content the true pidlure, reverfe, of dull pride t 
Are but emblems of blefCngs which fhine in that 

mind. 
And, tho' hid to the world, your blefl intimate 

find> 
For our faults, but too often ! are, ever, in view ; 
While our virtues die, foon, or^ are feen but by 

few. 

When the £fh, by a leap, break that mirror fo 

clear. 
What does that make roe think of? Til tell you, 

my dear ! 
Like your fallies of wit, and of nature, they feem : 
Which will force themfelves out thro' dull 

bigotry's dream ; 
For, ah ! who wou'd not wifh, e'en in fuch early 

youth. 
As they aim at the iky, to endeavour at truth ? 

VII. Oh! 
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vn. 

Oh ! may, daily, your happinefs, dill, be as clear!' 
Never know dull fufpicion^ or, feel a dark fear ; 
'Till (a life, thus well finifh'd !) your laft breath 

may depart. 
With a gafp of pure love from the depth of your 

heart ! 
Then, infenfibly ! mingle with hearts like your 

own» 
As thefe ilreams, unperceiv'd! mix with thofe 

of the Rhone f. 

^ The Alps opening at the North, on the lake of Ge- 
neva, a very iharp wind^ often reigns there, which the 
natives call a Bezze. Vide Keate^s Hiftory of Geneva. 

-f The Rhone enters at the head of the lake, pafling 
thro% difembogues itfelf ait the foot, flowing on, very ra- 
pidly^ to Lyons* 



TO 
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TO THE SAME, 



O N 



HER GOING TO PARI 



I. 

' TT^ I S iilent grief which rends the }jreaft i 

JL Tears, walh that grief away ! 
Fain ! wou'd I weep, to be at reft : 
In time, perhaps ! I may, 

m 

To him ! I leave the tedious cure; 

On him, I, glad, repofe ! 
No common hand I can endure ; 

My Hate he, only, knows ! 

m. 

I lov'd, I liv'd ! nay, more, my flame, 

By abfence, muft increafe ! 
Be^aufe, her welfare's all my aim ; 

Her virtue all my peace. 

IV. Ye: 
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IV. 

Yes ! leave me, Stblla, lezte the 
Who ne'er will change his mild } 

Porfue wild fbrtime to the end, 
One heart you'll ever find ! 

V. 

Shou'd Itcknda wafte that loveiy fbnti t 
And qaench thofe fparkling eyes ; 

Chill age he-wrinkk ev'ry charm, • 
Cold hermits, now, might prize | 

VI. 

Tho' fad affliaion's heavieft haitd, 

Shou'd, undeferving, fylil 
And founds, which merit can't withftand. 

Unkindly! Stella call: 

vn. 

Then, fly! and leave th' ungpatefal croud. 

To clafp a firm retreat ; 
Where, faithfiil to her hourly goed> 

This bread OM, ever, beai ! 



Vm. Thofe 



so 
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vni. 

Thoie treafures which he, early, fband. 

Will ever reft the fame ! 
He faw truth, pity, fenfe, abound ; 

And, more,: a love, for fame. 

IX. 

Thofe glorious gifts will, yet, remain ! 

When leiTer beauties die : 
Nay, more ! in age, they vigor gain. 

And livelier charms fupply. 

X. 

In this firm hope, I bid adieu I 

Purfue your eager plan ; 
But, oh\ when hope is mod in view. 

Think, moft, of faithlefs man. 

XL 

Betray'd, the more ! the more, perceive, 
The friend you leave behind ! 

He, like the mother, can forgive; 
To all your errors blind. 



Xn. Hc'U 
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xn. 

He'll wipe away afRidion's tear ; 

Andy more, to hide a blame, 
"Will fay, << our fufferings are, I fear ! 

** Too much, alas ! the fame. 

xin. 

** Like you ! I felt the eager hand 
" Which offer'd ev*ry good ; 

** Who may fuqh gilded views withlland ? 
** I wonder'd how they cou'd ! 

XIV. 

" At length ! I found how rare the heart ! 

•* How frequent friendlhip's tongue ! 
** Like play'rs, the world but aft a part ; 

** Nay, often, adl it wrong. 

XV. 

Thus ! we our mutual cares will join, 

Forgiving as we hear ! 
May this my flate be ever thine ; 

Nor know a future fear ! 



F 2 
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XVI. 

Fre(h hope fhall baniih former woes ! 

Fair truth ihall gild each hour^ 
^Tiil death (tiM feai that true repofe 

Beyond .th' oppreiTor's pow*r, 

xvn. 

Where friendlhip ihall be, ever, love I 
Without one human fear ; 

And ilapfies feraphic they ihall prove. 
Who qaench'd their paffions, here. 



To 
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TO THE SAME. 
L 

OH ! how fweet does tBe morning appear I 
Like a bride-groom each fun ihall arife 
Still to him, who has nothing to fear ; 
And whofe bofom, with innocence, vies I 

IL 

For his heart never knew to betray f 

And he fpoke but the thing which he thought; 

Yet, how few who can fay as I fay f 

How much fewer who aft, as they ought ? 

ra. 

No ! our paflions, at bed, to difguife. 
Is the knowledge of modernize man; 

And to vary our hearts, from our eyes^ 
Is become e'en the villager's plan. 

IV'. 

Nay, to check the true Harts of the mind^ 
And repulfe the dear failles of love. 

Is the traffic of thofe half-refin'd. 

Who pretend, but, the paffion ne'er prove ! 

F 3 Fol 
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V. 

For the foul which is true to this flame. 
Nor grows fickle with each fickle wind ; 

Sure ! in friendfhip will bum, flill» the fame ; 
Nor, in adion, ftay faithlefs behind. 

VI. 

Yes ! I long for the moment to prove. 
Not, in words, bat, by deeds, the great truth : 

For the heart which beats faithful to love ; 
Will, for ever! in friendfhip, bcjufl^ 

vn. 

Then, from hence, let me judge of mankind» 
And rate love's lefTer flame but a proof ; 
How, the heart which, there, conflant we find> 
Will of this give examples enough. 

vm. 

But, (lill, love's the firfl ftep to afcend 
To the throne of fuch friendfhip divine ! 

And, that flep when I've gain'd-^may I end 
In a Harne^ as feraphic as thine. 

ODE. 
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ODE. 

L 

YES! if riches, my Damon, cou'd parchafe 
true love, 
How, in plenty, our heroes wou'd fwarm ? 
Then, each county, each city, each village 
wouM prove 
Themfelves foremoft in Cnpid's foft charm. 

n. 

But, alas ! 'tis, of all our fublunary joys. 

The fole joy which can never be bought; 

All, in vain ! the rich burgher his treafure em- 
ploys. 
And he finda ic» at leaft, when, he's caught ! 

Ill* 

What is all the parade of a palace to thofe 

Who well know that their hearts are in one ? 

This the cottage, the ftraw-roof I poor dwelling! 
well knows. 
And its kind £mple tenants alone. 

IV. There ! 
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X. 

Joys ! which no human pow'r can, alas f take 
away. 
In themfelves, to their wi(h, arc they blell ! 
In fweet freedom and happinefs thus glides each 
day; 
And death feals it with innocent reft, 

XI. 

Such a life of true blifs might my Damon have 
led, 
Had he known but the worth of an heart ! 
No, he fought of fad wealth and of ftatc the 
proud bed — 
Can he wonder, then, thus that we part ? 

XII. 

Riches make themfelves wings, and, oft', flutter 
away ! 
May you never their ficklencfs prove ! 
From the heart fprings my joy: it with me, then* 
will flay. 
No decay feel the treafures of love. 



ODE. 
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ODE. 

L 

ON a deiblate ifland I feem ! 
Far, oh ! far from the fight of a frieodt 
Hope \ appears, but, at length, a vain dream, 
I have hop'd, and now, fear without end. 

11. 

The waves roar! and the bleak winds, arife ! 

Round this ifle of too fatal defpair ; 
Ah ! then, where (hall I turn my fad eyes ? 

For no veflel of fafety is near ! 

ni. 

When I wifh, by kind fleep, to rcpofe. 

And hufh all the ftrange griefs of my heart ; 

Sleep 1 but mocks my too feniible woes ; 

And, when begg'd mod to day, will depart; 

IV. 

But, allow that he, fometimes ! will Hay, 

And thefe eyes,with foft (lumbers, may ble/s; 

Then ! my drieams are but thoughts of each day. 
And I yiew what I ne'er can carefs. 

2 V. Ycsl 
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Yes! the phantom, unkindly, appears, 

But to make the dear image more ftcon^ 

For.it flies at the fight of thofe tears, 

Which, for htr, I have offer'd fo Iong» 

VL 

Ah! then, ftay my fond fhade, nor, believe 
That your prefence alarms my poor mind 1 

I am bled in the moments, I grieve ; 

And have, long fince, left pleafure behind. 

VII. 

But ! if Hill, like a dream you glide by ; 

Nor, will deign with your daughter to refl ; 
ril embrace the kind friend who is nigh. 

And but wifhes to blefs what you bleft* 

VIIL 

Yes! you feel his true tears, I perceive ! 

And that hand waves, but, ilill, to approve* 
Reft then quiet, dear (hade ! and believe 

If he likes, 'tis celeilial love. 

IX. Yet! 
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IX. 

Yet ! ftill watch o'er my blifs, as in life, 

Nor, defert me, tho* cold in the grave ; 

Tho' his liars may forbid me the wife ! 

Yet his friendfhip will blefs me, and fave. 

X.' 

Shou'd his heart, but in thought, go aftray, 
Nor purfue the great plan we approve ; 

Ah ! then whifper your griefs, 1*11 obey ! 
And forget both his friendftiip and love. 

XL 

But, 'till then ! teach my heart to admire. 
Far as this our fad lot will allow ! 

for, true friendfhip can never expire. 

When fuch hearts^ as his own, nvake the vow. 

Wild inconftancy, ftill, muft belong. 

But to minds on-adbrn'd, un-improv'd ! 

With fuch hearts we can never go wrong ; 
Here I'll dare both to love and be lov'd. 

G PRO- 
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i'ROLOGUE fpoken by Mr. Wood- 
WARD, on his return from Dublin, and 
firft appearance at Covent-Garden Theatre, 
in the Busy-Body. 

BEHOLD! the prodigal return'd, quite 
tame, 
And, which you'll hardly credit, full of fhame ! 
Afham'd ! fo long to'ave left his good friends, 

here 9 
On random fchemes, the Lord knows what ? and 
where ? 

With piteous face, long ftranger to a grin ! 
Tve knock'd three gentle ftrokes to be let in. 
But, if they're (lout, and ftill, keep clofe the 

door ; 
Why then I'm your's*— and your's*— and your's*, 

as heretofore ! 

Ye Gods ! what havoc does ambition make ? 
Ambition ! led me to the grand miflake ! 
Ambition! made me fool enougfay to roam ;. 
But now I find, with joyy that home is home. 

Faith I 

* Pit, Boxes, and Galkries. 



I 
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Faith ! they put powder in my drink, d'ye fee? 
Or clfe, by Pharaoh's foot, it cou'd not be; 
I was entic'd to play the truant-boy ; 
No fault of mine, 'twas deiliny, dear joy ! 

Perhaps ! qoeen Mab flrok'd me at full o'th 

moon, 
With a field-marlhal manager's batoon ; 
And ib I dreamt of riches, honor, pow'r, 
JTwas but a dream, tho% and thiat dream, is o'er ! 

How happy, now, I tread my native ground ; 
Above ! below ! nay, faith, all round and round, 
I guefs fome pleafures, in your bofcfms, bum 
To fee the prodigal, fad dog, rtturn ! 

Oh, ho ! they ring— how fweet that found appears. 
After an abfence of three tedious years ! 
And fee in capitals I ftand con fed — 
Well ! 'lis high time I fhou'd be better drefl ! 

Marplot, to night (fo fays the bill of fare) 
Attends your pleafure with his ufual air. 
Oh ! may ladl the part, ftill, o'er and o'er ; 
But never be the Busy Body more ! 

G2 EPI- 
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EPILOGUE to the Plain Dealer. 

By Mrs. in the CharaSer of 

Fidelia, 

WELL! I did all, yes ! all a woman cou'd; 
Nay went fo far to fpill my precious 
blood ; 
RIfqued my dear life, nay ! further, to infpire ye ! 
Went thro' (lord how I blufh !) a flrid inquiry. 

Yet ! do I fee among you — yes, I can, 

Some who'd do more, much more, to get 

their man ; 
Nor do I think it, in this dcarthy time, 
A peccadillo, here, much lefs a crime ! 
Well ! fure no lott'ry is fo hard contrived 
As ours, to get the name of being wiv'd ; 
Bhniks, to one benefit, are endlcfs found ! 
And when we have one, what's a twenty pound ? 
(For half the hulbands are but little prizes, 
Tho' what, too oft', a filly girl defpifes) 
And ycur ten thoufands feldom, feldom marry ; 
Oh ! 'tis enough to make a maid mifcarry ! 

There 
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There was a time ! a time in days of yore, 
(But, now, alas ! thofe golden days are o'er) 
When a fly fpinfter, weeping in the pit, 
Made a good hufband of Tome honeil cit ; 
Bat, now! all bounds of marriage over-leaping. 
The graved have a fort of wife in keeping. 
And, oh ! what fort of keeping never tell. 
On atticNflory, neighbour to Bridewell ; 
Where, if flie difobeys her lord ! you know 
For' chaftifement fhe has not far to go. 
Oh ! may thofe happy days, again, return. 
When hearts, difmterefted, learnt to burn I 
When there need be no tricks in breeches play'd. 
To change the ilate of a defponding maid ; 
Yet cenfure will lie dormant, here, at la(b. 
When marriage heals like mine all follies paft ! 

Well ! now Pll haften to my dreffing-room ; 
Change both my cloaths, and manners, then go 

home ! 
For fhou'd my hufl>and fee me thus I he'll flare. 
And think I meant to wear the breeches, there. 

Ah! ladies, peticoats, when chaftly borne. 
Do wonders ftill, or, wou'd they ne'er were 



worn! 



G 3 Trull 
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Trufl: to your pow'rful blufhes, they'll da more 
Than all your Amazons have done before ! 
For man (with me, at Icafl) is all the dove. 
And may be feti coated into love. 



ODE. 



BAGATELLES. 67 

ODE. 

HARK, oh ! hark, 'tis the herald of moro^ 
\vhich, fo crueJ, now, calls me away ! 
From thy bofom, ah ! why am I torn. 

When each moment (heds bloflbms of May ? 

'Tis the lark, who, now, envies my blifs ; 

Or, why elfe does he fummons fo foon ? 
Give me, then, my dear girl ! a lafl kifs ; 

Nor believe that we change with the moon. 

Yes ! Vll fwear, with that planet, you change. 
If, unkindly, you leave me to moan ! 

Nay ! Til further declare that you range 
From your blifs, but to leave me alone ! 

For it is not the lark, that, now, calls ! 

'Tis the nightingale's note that you hear ; 
And ihe fings, as the nightly dew falls, 

Pr'ythee ! ftay then, nor, harbour a fear. 

Love is deaf, I perceive ! for behold. 

How the light flalhes, there, from the Eaft ; 

*Tis the morning, too fure ! — So unfold 
Thofe fond arms, and relinquifli your gueft. 
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Oh ! my life and my lord, tho' you fay, 
Love is deaf, yet, I hope^fhe's not blind I 

For the light, which you think feems the day^ 
Is the moon, and the morn's far behind. 

Thus, while love fweet excufes will find. 
We, Hill, liften and fondly believe. 

As if, here, 'twas the blifs of each mind. 
When deceived, thus, or fond to deceive ! 



ODE.* 
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ODE. 

L 

FR O M the dark chambers of the grave. 
Our tendered fighs, in vain, wou'd fave. 
Or back the dying call! 
Tho' tears, like your's, fincerely giv'ni. 
As angels wept "at lofing Heav'n ; 
In vain, thofe tears wou'd fall 1 

IL • 

But, why recall, from peaceful reft,. 
The foul of one fo fweetly bleft 

As your fond virtues prove ? 
Death is the end of countlefs woes I 
The wifh, offome; to all, repofe; 

Ev'n to the griefs of love I 

iir. 

The weary, there, each labor ceafe : 
Reft their fad limbs; are, then, at eaft ! 

And lay their burthen down: 
The pris'nej s, there, together iing ; 
Each fubjed, from his tyrant king. 

Is free, nor dreads his fro^n ! 

IV. Why 
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IV. 

Why is that Hlly, then, fo wan ? 

O'er charg'd, with conllant rain, we fcaa 

The lofs of ev'ry charm; 
Where is that damafk rofe, we knew? 
The colors fiy, and, evening dew 

Chilh fill thatj once, was warm ! 

V. 

Then ! quit the manfions of the dead. 
Nor longer hang thy pen live head 

0*er he^ relentlefs grave ! 
To comfort turn thy moiften'd eye; 
*Tis your's, to live; 'tis his, to die; 

If robb'd the pow'r to fave. 

VI. 

Yet, when he dies, the rule he gives. 
Perhaps ! may bind not her who lives. 

To grant him calm repofe : 
The friend, perhaps ! will. drop a tear ; 
And he, with joy, that figh may hear. 

Nor wiih to end her woes. 



VII. Suc& 
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vn. 

Such woes are pleafing, and, we find 
The heart is not, perhaps ! unkind. 

That hopes they ftill may reign* 
'Tis being cruel, bat to give . 
A greater joy. and bid her live 

In pleafurable pai&» 



ELEGY. 
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E L t; G Y. 

I. 

AH ! cruel death, cou'd nothing move 
Thy pity, or thy pow'r. 
To (pare the objedl of my love. 
Of all my hopes the flow'r. 

IL 

How fweet, was ev'ry youthful day. 
When bled with her efteem I 

To love, each paffion, then, gave way; 
And ihe was all my theme! 

in. 

Nor, fell ambition rul'd my breailj 
Nor, av'rke chill'd my hand ; 

In her I was ev*ry trcafure plac'd ; 
I knew not to command ! 



IV. 

We ihar'd each pleafure, each diftrefs, 
And fmiPd at fcgnty (lore ; 

Sufpicion, makes e'e» plenty lefs! 
Love, makes that little more. 

3 



V. No 



3 AG AT fit I- E$. 73 

V. 

No fooner Aid « ifigh ,«rife ! 

But, ftrait, J flopt |l)e (ear; 
Perhaps I I .kift J)^r mQift';iu^g €ye8. 

Left future drops appear ! 

VI. 

Oft' did I gaze, in £xt r^k. 

When reft hadxios'd bfit ishtm^ ; 

What intereft coii'd J, then, prppofct 
When, ileep was in hsrarms ? 

Tes! I h^re^ept^'iki^am.oftears 

Upon her faithful htneaft; 
And, when fhevwak'd (all 41i'd with :tear4) 

I feignM^tobe-at left! 



Vffl. 

Oft', when the winds woaVi bellow wide, 

Or, thunder >ihqok the room. 
She'd fhrnk^tomy, To faithful, fide 

And cryl-Oh^'^Nkre-iny doomt 

H IX. When 



7f 



BAGATELLES. 



IX. 

When the lark Aimmons'd me away. 
She'd fay it was not morn ! 

The nightingale, as yet, cries day. 
When, will my love return f 

Yes ! I will (lay, for ever, here. 
And tune my foul to thine ! 

So (hall no forrow, e'er, appear ; 
At leaft> 'twill all be mine! 

XL 

But death (hall blaft thy crop of joys» 

See there the lilly dies ! 
Fleafure muft, ever, have alloy : 

The friend, muft clofe her eyes ! . 

. XII. 

Behind her lovely virgin bier, 

What mourners might attend ? , 

When all one common lofs mull fhare i 
But moil the private friend. 



xm. To 



I 
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XUL 

To thee ! in ev'ry virtuous bread, 

A monument is giv'n ! 
A teftimony, well confeft. 

And one that reaches Heav'n— -^ 

XIV. 

One that fhall brave the £rme(l (lones. 

Nor needs the farce of woe ; 
Arms, angels, epitaphs and bones. 

To fpeak who fleeps below. 

« 

XV. 

And, yet ! cou'd ftatues ought exprefs ; 

Or know the lofs they mourn ! 
The num'rous virtues, which did bleft 

Thy life, might grace thy urn ! 

XVL 

All veiPd ! might charity attend ; 

There, juflice might appear! 
Religion mourn her conflant friend. 

And patience drop a tear. 

H 2 XVn. Then, 
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XVIL 

Then, might tli« a»imatcd duft. 

From ilate indJgnanlf nfc; 
And angels leave a prince's duft. 

To guafd the place where StiiiA fiet< 



ODE. 
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O D E. 

I. 

OH ! then t^ach me, fair faint, while I live, 
The great leflbn to bear and forbear ! 
To forget; nay, like you ! to forgive ; 
And to heal ts^ty wound with a tear, 

n. 

Human nature's too apt to decline ; 

We are frail from the day of our birth ! 
Then to pardon is next to divine. 

And the mortal, here, gains a new birth. 

ni. 

But how few who like you will attend, 

To he^ all, and then judge like kind Heav'n; 
This is fure more than falls from the friend : 

■ 

Angels love, when they fay we're forgiv'n ! 

IV. 

Yes I whatever were my notions before. 
That your mind rofe fupcrior to wrongs ; 

This kind circumftance proves but the more 
To fome bofoms the feraph belongs. 

H 3 V* Guide 
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V. 

Guide me, then, thro* this intricate vale. 
For, indeed ! I am blind and aflraj : 

Ev'ry night T perceive mc too frail. 
And my errors increafe with the day. 

VL 

But, Fm proud to acknowledge my ihame. 
As I prove myfelf wifer this hour j 

('Tis to you I attribute the fame) 
Than I was but the minute before. 

VJL 

Then, correft me, but gently, dear friend ! 

I can ill with feverity bear : 
With a word you can mercy extend. 

And my pardoB is feal'd with a tear^ 



To 



BAGATELLES. 



To a LADY. 



79 



L 

ES C AP'D from rocks, and fhoals, andfands^ 
ril put to Tea no more ; 
But, truly, with uplifted hands. 
Now kifs the friendly ihore. 

n. 

Bleft in content's fp lovely vale. 

No fhipwreck can enfue ; 
No paflion e*er can raife a gale, 

Unlefs defign'd by you. 

ITT. 

Then keep me, fince I'm now at land. 

In peace, and free of pain : 
Left, dreading a tyrannic hand, 

I launch my bark again ! 



To 



e- 
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To 



* 



« 



« 



L 

\T E S ! my hills are all cover'd with pine ; 
At their foot, quiver poplars fo pale ; 
All my vally is chequered with vine. 
And your river meanders the vale. 

IL 

With my cows is befprinkled.each mead. 
And a fleecy world whitens the plain ; 

Then I fay to myfelfj^. as they feed, 

Thefe are ten times more grateful than men. 

iir. 

Ah ! then, why did I, fimple ! prolong 
All my blifs to this halcyon hour ; 

'Twas my fortune, not me, that went wrong. 
And I never knew — before. 

IV. 

From that moment my happinefs grew. 
All my life was no life till this day ; 

Yes! I breath'd, butnotliv*d, and I knew 
Ten Decembers for one month of May. 

V. From 
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From my bow'r, then, like Adam I greet, 

-From sfATf my celefHal gaefl ; 
And I ntn fueh fare friendibip to meet. 

Who, thus, deigns with his fervant to reft. 

VI. 

My fair Eve, who partakes with her lord 
Ev'ry joy which his bofom can prove, 

Heaps up all that my gardens afford. 
And, then, joins to fach bounty her tove. 

VIL 

And ought we the vile treafure to fpare. 
Or be niggards in this oar poor flore ? 

Let us not for tomorrow take care ! 

As the hand who gives thi^ can give more. 

vni. 

*Tis from him we've thefe beds of gay flow'rs; 

All thef« flocks, and thefe fruits, are his idue ; 
T'were ungrateful to fay they are our*s : 

Firfl to him I ani bound, next to you. 



IX. And, 
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. IX. . 

And, now, fee, where he comes ! whom we owe 
• That we live, thus, and fmile out each day ; 
To receive is our joy, to beftow 
Is the greateft of ■ 

X. , 

Thus fhe chides with an accent fo mild» 

That I liftcn, in filence, awhile I 
As oft' does, to his mother, the child, 

Who well knows all will end iii a fmile. 

XL 

See our gued, now, departs with a fong. 
Bled to fee us, thus, baniih our woes ; 

When fhe whifpers, the days arc too long ! 
And, then, bids me to think of repofc. 

XII. 

I know well what (he means by her fighs. 

And I point to the nuptial bow'r. 
Keep, oh ! keep us, kind Heav'n ! fhe cries. 

Still, thus. Well from misfortune's fad hour ! 

Xm. But, 
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xm. 

Baty oh ! firft let us praife, ds is dae. 

The kind hand which thus makes us fb bleft ; 

Heav'ns fubftitute means none but you ; 
So we fink into innocent reft* 
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J. 

COJME» Jionefi fexton ! tafo ttky ipadcj 
And, quidkl^r, let viny gn^e [be made ! 
The world and I but ill agree. 
Let thofe who like, live after me; 

11. 

Bid yonder clock for others chine. 
For I, alas ! have done with time ; 
Since time, which heals another's woes. 
But deeper wounds my wifh't repofe* 

ra. 

No trav'ller, weary in his way^ 
So crav'd his limbs at eafe to lay ; 
As I to drop my forrows down. 
And fleep the whole of life in one* 

IV. 

Hope better hours, replies a friend. 
Who never knew fad pleafure's end ; 
And, itill> infenfible to care. 
Floats on a fea of folly there* 

V- Happier 
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V. 

Happier my lot is of the two! 
For who wou^d lead a life like you ? 
Tis vegetation at the bed) 
A life of fuch unfeeling reft. 

VI. 

For by a train of endlefs giieF, 
I learn to give a dae relief 
To thoie whofe cares are not their own» 
Bat dealt oat by an hand unknown. 

VIL 

Great friend of pity, i^jend to woe. 
Which fro^n unibughtof cajofes flow; 
Oh ! ^nt me, while I feem to li?e. 
Like thee to bear, forbear, fbigive ! 

vnr. 

If not/ good fextcm, pray, go on I 
Conclude the work you have begun ; 
Think i^ Fll blame you in the end. 
For mf Uft breath fliall call you friend. 

I The 
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THE ECLIPSE. 

To the Tune of Molly Moc. 

L 

H O U • D my aunt, ever, bid mc difcover^ 



s 



WJKy my heart is oT late full of woe ! 
Shall ( tell her the name of my lover ? 

Prudence bids me, alas 1 anfwer, no. 
But I fe^u* ! ere three months my poor mother 

Will obferve fomething here at my hips ; 
'Tis what happens at feme time or other. 

And the fault was laft Sunday's eclipfe. 

n- 

Oh! that fweeteft of days, ihall I nerer 

Then behold the fame pleafures again ? 
I will fuffer each forrow, for ever. 

Nay ! can laugh at the fubfequent pain ; 
Where's the girl (pr'ythee tell mc) as I do. 

Who pretends not to make little trips ? 
Not a maiden, or wife, or a widow. 

But wouM wiih fuch a day of eclipie* 



III. Ev*ry 
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III. 

Ev'ry one (fay^ thf phrafe) to his liking, 

So the man, as they cry, kill his cow ! 
'Twas her beauty, no doubt ! that was ih-iking. 

And he lov'd tho* he cou'd not tell how; 
But, alas ! I too well know the paffion. 

Which canae iirft from m/ ears to my lips ; 
Pr'ythee, maids ! have fome grains of compaffion^ 

^ur reflect on a day of eclipfe. 

IV. 

The briik hunter delights in that minute 

Which affords the iirik fight of hxs^ame ; 
Others, cry, there is no pleafure in it ! 

And purfue greater pleafures in fame. 
Some will toafi their dear miflrefs in claret, 

'Till their tongue the king's good Engliih clips; 
Let them love thus, whofe heads can well bear it ^ 

Let me thirft, fo i fee an eclipfe. 

V. 

See! how freely the birds follow nature. 
And purfue independant their love, 

•Tis the heart which there joins ev'ry creature. 
Nor at gain does their fympathy move ; 

I z For, 

\ 
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For, like me! they purfue what they fancy. 
And, at paflion alone, their heart fkips ; 

Thofe who love, then, will pity poor Nancy—* 
Ev*ry day does not bring an eclipfe. 

VI. 

Farmers dread, when their harveft is coming. 

Wind and rain as their deareft of foes ; 
Cowards tremble when armies are drumming. 

And they fancy a million of woes. 
All, my fear is a change of afFeftion, 

lieu his love a flrange Ficklenefd nips 1 
Let liim conftant remain, no deje&iott 

Shall befall me front any eclipfe* 

vn. 

Oh ! how little they know of tnre plcEfttn^, 

Who condemn by the rules of riiy atiht ; 
Minds can fettle theie maxims at leifbre. 

But the heart mufl not bdat you will gr^nt. 
Does the bee (when he roves o'er the garden) 

Stint his t^fte as each flow'r he iips ? 
No, like me, he 'goes on, not regarding 

If 'tis fun-fliinc, or moon, or eclipfc ! 



Vin. Dull 
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vm. 

Dull Geneva, with all their dull jargon. 

And their bundles of Calviniil rules. 
Finds out means, oft', to flrike up a bargain, 

While they laugh at Confiilory fools ; 
Wkik the ramparts, or, tramp the dull trail^oh, * 

Not a prude but the wink there fhe tips. 
And, afide, ihe will throw her black veil-oh ; . 

While her lover explains the eclipfe. 

IK. 

And, now, Ladies ! forgive this lew ftory. 

Since 'tis lore k the caufe of my tang ; 
Leave to Briton their Whig and their Tory, 

To ourfelves let foft fubjefts belong ! 
At a race the poor hoffe that is jaded. 

Is too fure of the fpurs and the whips ; 
So my verfewill, Tfeat, be degraded. 

As my wit feems long fince in eclipfe. 

« The public walk therc^ is fa caU'd. 



I 3 WHEN 
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I. 

WH E N I afic niy poof heart ev'ry morn, 
(As I rife to falutc the new day) * 
why, ah I why arc you, ttill, fo forlorn ? 
I uow, thought ev'ry month woa'd be May. 

n. 

Fell ambition, I know, is no more. 

With a ftruggle that paffion grew tame; 

And our vanities, ever, give o'er 
In the xxmpxent we fuffer for fame. 

III. 

And can love, then, obtrude oh that brea(t 
Where dull care has been quarter'd fo lonjg ; 

Do, conie ! tell me, my heart, ^is a t^ll. 
And, by that, t can judge if you're wrohg. 

IV. 

Why ! my vines are all promifing fair» 
And my gardien each pn>du£l beftows; 

Nay ! the lake gives frefh health, to good air $ 
While, by labor, I merit repofe. 

• 4 

V. And 



JAGATELLES. 91 

V. 

And, what, then, can my poor bofom meanj 
That it languiflies, thus, day by day ! 

Yes ! I gntfs, the' I dare not explain ; 
Aht theo» tell me, my heart, pr'ythee fay! 

.VI. 

Why ! yoa irant to call vineyards your own^ 
And to plant OB your £uiu]y.ground ; 

Independaats, <aIolle^ wmr a crown, 
Tis^ kingdom you never have found* 

vn. 

Yes ! to fay that tbefe fbrefts are mine, 
Muft be pletfure I cannot exprefs ; . 

Thefe my iheep, thefe my lambs, thefe my kine^ 
Tis a joy I iun jftill left to gueii. 

Vffl. 

Yet ! the day slay once come, when^ like yoii» 
I (hall find: feme Maecenas in ftorc$ 

But, alas ! 'aongft the naiiy, hqw few 
Who hay« leclings like py 



■•• . 



IX. Then^ 
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IX. 

Then, I'll feek one, no farther, but reft 
All on him whom my fortune has found ! 

Why fhou'd I, alone, doubt being bleft ? 
When he bleffes an univerfe round. 

X. 

What he gives, you may, well, call your own ; 

And enjoy it in freedom's repofc ; ' 
For it comes as from pity's Mi throne; 

Heav'n grudges not what (he beilow^ 

XI. 

Ah ! then, where can the differehce lie ? 

For kind nature is equal to all ; 
Feed your fheep, then, beneath his kind eye^ 

And obey the dear natural calL - (^ 

xn. 

Yes ! tho* nature but calls me in vain. 

She is ready and fond to obey ;i 
For a fummons (till greater I mean, ! 

And, till then, J» in baniihrnent^ Aay. 

O D 5^ 
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ODE, 

L 

TH E dear hand of afflidion I kifs. 
Sure, at leflgth, my fad heart will be bleft ; 
For our woes are the fource of each blifs. 
As our labor gives reliih to reft. 

IL 

Yes ! of patience the pattern I'll be, 
My hard lot I will never bemoan ; 

ril retreat frpm the world (as you fee) 
And rU deal with my forrows> alone* 

iir. 

What avails the world's pity the whUe 
My fad heart knows no funihineofMay ? 

They will grieve, when you grieve 5 and they 
fmile. 
When your looks givt th^ hint to be gay. 

... IV. ■•. . . 

» ■ ..../■■■ ■ » 

Their brief ibrrow, fiUly plays sound the head» 

But can ne'er once come home to the heart; 

That's the lot of thofe few who are bred 

In the fchool of affliftion, not, art. 

I V. The 
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V. 

The fincercft of friends or of foes. 
Is misfortune — the parent of truth ; 

For (he never deceives — her f^eet woes. 
Guide us fafely to age from our youth. 

VL 

Yet ! oh, funk with a weight too fevcre. 

Let me now find a placid retreat ; 
And partake (thro' each kind futuTC year) 

That good heart which^ to mine, feems to beat. 

vn. 

For, fure ! ne'er two fuch bo(bnI^ were fir d. 
With a. wiih, ib fincere as our own ! 

And fure never fuch forrows infpir'd 
To fuch pity, the voice of a throne. 

Vllf. 

Aye, but where is that throne which will hear» 
Unlefs, thus, at the foot-ftool of Heav'n ; 

Oh ! yes, here, I cou'd tell, but, I fear ! 
If yOQ gaefs» I'm, by filence, fbrgiv'n« 

YESI 
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L 

XT E S ! my Stella^ this morning, perhaps to 

perplex, 
Thus demanded from me (as a friend to her fex) 
Whether man cou!d to woman, the paflions divide 
Of his friendihip and love, and you guefs what 

beiide : 
I then, anfwered her boldly, nay, ofFer'd to prove. 
That a friendihip for woman was Mer to love. 

n. 

That a friendihip, by adions of kindnefs, may 

gain 
Kind reciprocal offers of friendihip is plain ; 
But, alas ! 'tis a paffion, fo tame in itfelf. 
That, there, always, ieemsmixtanideaofpelf: 
But, in bofoms feraphic, far other thoughts move. 
For OUT friend we may livc> but we'd die for oar 

love* 

IIL 

From our friendihip we oft' find excufes to part^ 
And we feem nott fome how, once aiham'd of 
fuch art; 

Biit, 
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But> in love, we wou'd fain lefs inconftant 

appear. 
And we fpeak with a figh when it ends with the 

year. 
This, perhaps ! is the caufe why fo few can 

approve 
Thus to change the cool title of friendfhip for love. 

IV. 

To the world who impertinent daily woa'd pry 

Into all oar beft fecrets with infolent eye. 

To that world pr'ythee talk of coolinendihip all 

day. 
That, perhaps ! I am faithful, nor fubjeft to ftray ; 
But, to me, (when alone) all reftri6tion remove. 
At once tell me that fiiendfliip from woman Is 
love. 

V. 

Come! thon nobleftofpaffions, thou beft gift of 

pure Heav'n, 
Spark aetherial that feems to fo few to be ^v'n ; 
Shall I venture to fay that cool friendfhip became 
As the fnel to lig^t a more exqnifite flame ? 
For, truft me, and fure, we may judge who have 

ftrove. 
Mere friendibip's the fhadow, our funihine is love. 
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L 

'Tp O the world I but whifper my grief, 

I'o yourfelf I have dar'd to fpcak loud ; 
For that world gives bat ilender relief, 
What avail the feign'd tears of a croud ? 

n. 

One kiod drop from true pity's clear ftream» 
Now wipes all, I have fufFer'd, away ; 

E'en ingratitude flies like a dream. 
Or the gueil who but tarries a day. 

IIL 

Tho*9 indeed! thefe impreffions remain » 
Still the longeil and laft on the mind ; 

The too fenfitive heart feels a pain. 

Which the world leaves with pleafure behind. 

IV. 

To good fortune frefli vifits they pay^ 
But fly quick from the threihold of care ; 

Yes ! they love the bright fun-fhiny day. 
Nor e'er tread the dark vale of defpair. 

K V. But 
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V. 

But, 'tis there — and 'tis there too, alone, 
Where we find the dear patron of woe ; 

For he feeks the fad (hade as his own, 

And, he weeps, that more joy he may know. 

VL 

How, at once, he may heal the fick heart. 

How his pity an obje£l may find ; 
To indulge that true blifs which, in part. 

We perceive in this Heav'n of our mind. 

VU. 

For 'lis here the fole Heav'n we can gain, 
Nay to great and good minds 'tis enough ; 

Our weak frame cou*d but ill more fuftain. 
We fhou'd fink, were we put to the proof. 

VIIL 

Thus by kinded degrees are we born 
To fupport the vaft blifs of the good ; 

Heav'n, thus, opens at firfl like the morn, 
'Till with pleafure the mid-day is vievv'd. 

IX. Yes ! 
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IX. 

Yes ! indeed, oar too poor feeble fight, 
Wou'd but ill the bright objeft furvey ; 

Eut, at length, we are form'd to that light, 
Which but leads to the regions of day. 

X. 

That great day which will ne'er know an end, 
Where the mind will have dulcet employ, 

To hear all the paft woes of each friend. 
And J then, ihare the reciprocal joy. 

XL 

Ah ! then, who wou'd at forrow repine. 
When on earth they may find one like you ? 

But, fliou'd their lot prove other than mine. 
And their comfort not, here, be in view ; 

XIL 

They at length a fure Heav'n will find. 
Which will all their late blefllngs reftore ; 

Where no longer will blow the bleak wind, 
Nor rough billows diilurb the fmooth ihore. 

K 2 Xin. For 
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XIIL 

For all calm wilt that feafbn appear ! 

Not a voice ihall be heard to beoioao ! 
Grief (hall wipe her laft ling'ring tear, 

Aod true love ihall partake of her own. 

XIV. 

This 36 Heaven when oar life is no more. 
And when death cancels all from our birth ; 

You have here found a way long befbre^ 
To difcover my Heav'n upon euUi* 
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O D E. 

I. 

SWEET God of love ! ah—quit this breaft, 
Nor hold thy torch fo nigh — 
Awhile allow my heart fome refl. 
Left Ella ihare the figh. 

n. 

She, who ihoa'd only feel her own^ 

Bears my afHidlions too ! 
Fain woaM I keep my cares unknowB ; 

Tho' ihc cries,, Tell me true, 

iir. 

Yet, let her forrows be rcmov'd, 

ril fpeak a fofter tale ; 
*Ti8 not the hoar to whifper love 

When deepeil griefs prevail. 

IV. 

Once, bleft with independant eafe, 

ril prattle, as before ; 
'Till then — e'en love may once difpleafe— - 

That once fliall be no more. 
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T O 

THE SAME. 

I. 

THE tears which real grief wou'd givc,t 
Such grief will ever hide ; 
And tyesy which mean not to deceive^ 
For ever weep afide. 

n. 

Not to excite, but to conceal. 

Your tears^ accept a boon. 
From one who wifhes but to feel 

What this may but too foon. 

m. 

Fain wou*d he, thus, fupply its place> 

And wipe the eye of woe ! 
Still hiding frOm her heart the cafe 

Which makes, his forrow flow. 



IV. Tkc 



/ 
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IV. 



The paltry gift, thus ufekfs grown> 

May be reftor'd again--- 
His bofom fhall receive her moan— - 

His * cheek each tear of pain. 

• Alluding to 

0*er the pale itaarble fhall thty join their heads, 
^ And drink the falling tear each other &eds. 
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^i: 



TO THE SAME. 

L 

WHY does my fair one dread to part ? 
Her fhepherd fcorns to roam— - 
Oft' has ihe prov'd his conflant heart> 
Th^t languiihes for home. 

H- 
The joys of meeting well repay 

Thofe pangs which abfence gives ; 
Elfe, who cou'd bear that lofs one day,. 

That, by her prefence, lives ? 

III. 

With gold is purchas'd, evVy hour. 

What gold, ftill, only buys ; 
Bat what avails the glittering ore 

For love or friendlhip's prize ? 

IV. 

Friendfhip, alone, it's value gains. 

And is by friendfliip won : 
And love, with all it's pleafing pains,' 

Is bought by love alone. 



Tl 
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Tbe ^Equam Memento of Horace, 

• imitated. 

LET Fortune ufe you as fhc will, 
Appear the man of temper dill ; 
And keep, tho' in the midll of v/oe, 
Thyfelf in — Equilibrio — 

But yet the harder tafk we find^ 
Juflly to poize the tow'ring mind» 
When that good lady, at a flap» 
Lets fall a ticket in our lap. 

Well, let her frown, or let her fmile, 
ril be her dupe but for awhile ;^ 
And foon, upon the gr^fs, Ibrget 
The ytry name of fuch a cheat — 
There, with my lafs and bottle, play. 
In a perpetual r<!fundelay; 
Or where, to heighten our delight, 
Thofe interwoven.fhades invite ; 
Which (ftranger to a noon- tide ray) 
Can make a twilight of the day. 

And 
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And give young folks an hint to join 

Embrace, like them — like them, intwine— * 

While water, unperceiv'd, diftils. 

To feed the little /uhtir-n/Is'^- 

Which, huddling in a' thoufand flreams^' 

Sweetly excite poetic dreams — - 

— Come, pr*ythee fet thy forehead free 
From all thofe wrinkles which I fee : 
If talking will not do. Til try 
The grand fpecific — Burgundy ! 
We'll ilrew the place with cv*ry Aow*r ; 
And crop thofe rbfes (of an hoar) 
Which elfe, perhaps, like you or I, 
May droop to-morrow, fall, and die* 

— Let's laugh and iing — for, who's afraid \ 
Death's but my ihadow 'till I'm dead ! 
And, then, believe for once the poet, 
Happy for us ! we never know it — 

— That pretty box, and range of trees. 
Where, now, you revel at your eafe ; 
And, day by day, with hope beguile. 
May fall to Jobn-a-Noki, or 5///^". 

Some 
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Some rav'nousy icraping heir or other ; 
Some badardy or forgotten brother — 
Will make thofe golden heaps a Icfvel, 
And wiih your lordfhip at the Devil i 
Becaafe fome little, paltry fum> 
Is wanting to compleat the plumb—^ 

— Sooner, or later, we muft hence, 
And pay th* old ferryman his pence. 
The laft poor folitary toin 
His worihip fuffers to be thine — 

— The wretch, who breath'd in open air^ 

A life of mifery and care — 

Or he who, cloath*d in rich array, 

Far*d fumptuoufly — but ey^ry day ! 

Kings, poets, and the Lord knows what. 

Forgetting, die — and are forgot ; 

And, ^hen, who has the mod to fay ? 

He who, like me, has liv'd to>day — 

This, and this only, my good friend! 

Will hold a maxim to the end ; 

And more immortalize your fame. 

Than wealth without an honeil name ; 

Which then^ as in the moments pafl. 

Will bring you cnrfes to the laft ! 

1 Tbi 
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^he ViDES UT Alta, ^c. 

LOOK 'where you will — above, below ! 
'Tis one continu'd fhect of fnow — 
The hilloc, and the mountain, wear. 
Alike, the garment of the year ! 

— See ! too, thofe fkeletons of oak. 
Unable to fuilain the flroke 
Of tyrant-nature, in their turn, 
Defencelefs, droop, and, naked, mourn! 

— No more thofe flreams are feen to flow^ 
Which, but as yellerday, you know, 
Unfetter'd, fweetly ftole along. 
To cheer the poet, and his fong— 

— With all my heart — it fhall be fb ; 
Seafons, my friend ! mufl come and go ; 
Nature, who will do as ihe will^ 
Determines never to be flill — 

— There's but one remedy, I find ! 
(Hang all philofophy of mind) 

Good 
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Good fires, and chearful friends together. 
Are the fole antidotes to weather-—- , 



— Here ! toaft the king, and then the nation ; 
I'll drink to trade and navigation; 
Or, if lefs Penferofo — Come, 
Here's to the fair of Chriftendom. 
The reft we leave to mafter Jove, 
Or any deputies above. 
— The winds that blow, and fhows that fall. 
Are no concern of mine at all : 
'Tis his to fmooth the ruffled wave •; 
'Tis his the whirlwind to outbrave ; 
Or, by a word — a nod, to prove ' 
The calm, or tempeft, full of Jove : 
To freeze, or thaw, this ball of earth ; 
To fcatter plenteoufnefs, or dearth : 
To cloathe, or ftrip, the foreft pine. 
Is his, and no affair of mine — 

— Never put on the look of forrow. 
For what's to come (or not) to-morrow : 
To-morrow of itfelf takes care — 
To-morrow*s ever in the air ! 
Nor your's, nor mine, till we can fay. 
And ftamp it with the name To-day — 
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Prefume not on the rifing fun. 
And, then, it is a morrow won; 
A day in pocket fairly got— 
We'll ran a-tick for what* is not*— 

— Children we are ; or, what you pleafe* 
At sxtfs, and at entrances. 
Youth once, and only once, appears 
In thefe poor fublunary fpheres ; 
Then> while you may, enjoy a fcene 
Which never can be view'd again ! 
Anon, morofenefs and regret. 
Will damp, o'er-cloud, and make you fret j 
Fret ! to refleft on many a joy 
Loft, or negledled, when a boy : 
Soon, very foon, each hill and grove 
Will charm, by fympathy^ to love ; 
And moonihinc rambles o'er the glade. 
To form the midnight /erenade: 
Then, whifpers, or the treble note 
^^ giggling girls* will draw you out : 
With here, an Jbifi f and there, an hu/h / 
Behind the wall, or friendly bu(h. 
Will fire, wjth thoughts of this or that. 
And make your heart go pit-a-put ; 

White 



\ 
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While little trophies of your love— 
A garter, handkerchief, or glove | 
Storn from her neck, her arm, her kneC| 
With many a nCf and many tLj/ia, 
Stamps you a greater monarch far. 
Than Swedtfi Cbarleit or J^ftgr Cxar* 



Lz Tbi 
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The Tu NE QuiESiERis, £>r. 

SEEK not to find, prefamptuous man ! 
That too nice crifis of your plan. 
Which, once explain'd and made your own> 
Again you'd wifh to be unknown ! 
Kind Heav'n ftill fetts above the reach 
Of ev'ry pert, enquiring wretch. 
Nor folvcs the riddle, till too late 
To blab that fecret of our fate ; 
Still, friendly, Ihews to tw^ry age 
The volume, but conceals the page. 
Leave flars and planets to themfelves ; 
Let us, poor tranfitory elves. 
Mind what's before us, and forbear 
A thought of t'other hemifphere: 
Matier of mighty fmall concern. 
Whether we move exad in turn ; 
Or whether I, the yor.n;^er, go 
Fii 11, to prepare the way for you— 

— -Howe'er your lot is caft, or mine, 
Kor envy, here-.-nor, there, repine. 
Better, or worfe, the fame appear. 
And fport the philcfophic air- 
That 
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That tipflalF Death will (hew his face. 
In fpite of reafon, or grimace. 
While time, attendant on his pride, 
Walks on, and gives him ftride for ftride* 

Be wife ! be happy ! cv*ry hour 
Enhances that which went before. 
And gives, perhaps, a richer zefl, 
To what, but now, appear'd the bed ; 
E'en while we fpeak, like Hamlet's ghoft, 
'Tis here — 'tis there again — 'tis loft ! 

—-Then hang the fool, and fay I faid it, 
Who gives this day to-morrow's credit. 



L3 The 
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^he DiFFUGERE NiVEs, Cffr. 

THE weary conflid, now, is pad. 
And wifti'd-for fpring returns at laft I 
Lo ! ftubborn Winter yields the caufe — 
Reludlant, owns thy milder laws ; 
And, fnarling, calls his tribe away. 
At fight of Heav'n-approaching May ! 
Hill, dale, and lawn, and mountain-brow^ 
Shout, all, at the retreating foe — 
See ! meadows laugh, and rallies fing, 
While fky-wrapt larks, upon the wing. 
From earth, exulting as they rife. 
Proclaim the bleffing to the fkies— 

— Nature, throughout, affumes the bride^ 
And throws her wrinkled front afide ; 
Gay looks, and op'ning fmiles, difplace 
The image of December's face, 
And leave th* expanding fancy room 
To think eternal May is come. 

Here, pebbled waters, huddling, call 
And echo to each other's fall 1 
There, willows, fondly, overlook 
Their mimic fhadow in the brook ; 
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While nature breathes, with plenty, peace^ , 
And gladly bids the world increafe — 

— Proud of her fmart, obfequious train, 
Almerta^ now, refeeks the plain, 
And, o'er the moon-refledling glade. 
Enjoys the midnight ferenade. 
In vain mama repeats, Take care. 
Of ugly damps y and e'vening air \ 
She, warm with love, all damps defies,, 
But thofe of her Leander's eyes. 

Yet, beauteous as the fcene appears. 
Spring, fummer, autumn, years on years. 
Shall pafs away, nor leave behind 
A bare idea in the mind : 
Th' unbiafs'd wheel for ever goes. 
And fcarce a tranilent look allows ;, 
Like pictures, in an obvious glafs. 
Behold each winged ieafon pafs — 

— Firft, winter's black, ill-boding brow, 
Tncrufted, low'rs awhile in fnow ; 
For fpring, you fee, ufurps the fway. 
And drives the fluggard foe away : 
Scarce can the youth affed to fmile. 
But fcorching funs, and fummer's toil. 
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Cancels the glories of his reign, 

And Autumn takes the Hubble plain : 

A moment, to unload his flore. 

He flays, and then is heard no more ! 

Now Winter growls, in Allien rain — 

Then, fee— returning Spring again ! 

All changing, but to be the fame 

In nature, quality, and name— 

— That fun, which fickens in the weft. 

Again rejoices in the eaft. 

Behold the waining moon replace 

Her argent orb, and wonted face : 

The numerous ftars, which glad the Sdts, 

Fall but to earth again to rife : 

Yet man for ever falls ; no more 

We tread again the Stygian ihore : 

If once we crofs the dufky tide. 

Adieu, fond fubl unary pride ! 

Poor, humble, penitential duft. 

Is all the mighty all we boaft— - 

« 
Who knows how Heav'n's all-feeing pow'r 

Has figur'd the approaching hour ? 

Can fixty-three, or twenty-one. 

Dare to infure to-morrow's fun ? 

Such is the book of Heav'n decried, 

'Tis juft too late when'er we read. 
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Then grafp the prefent «ow, my friend ; 
On that, and only that, depend! 
Cut (hort your heir, *twixt you and I, 
By giving, largely, ere you die : 
Once poded in the book of fate. 
You'll iiind all charity too late — 
There fix*d for ever — ever bound 
With adamantine walls around — 
Locke, Newton, Pope, may, all, in vain » 
Lay fchemes to get you back again ; 
E'en Ella^s eloquence wou'd fail, 
Who never knew but to prevail. 
lU-naturM Death grants no reprieve ; 
There's no corruption in the grave i 
Then take the friendly hint I give, 
Defpife him. wlyle you can — and live. 



To 



riS B AGATE LLES, 

J yj ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

— TpOND Hope! enjoyment's poifon go ! 

^ Mofl feeming friend, when certain foe- 
Quick leave this breaft, nor teach my vein 
To thrill with pleafurable pain — 

— And thou, dull Fear ! flill hand in haad^ 
With her, attendant at command^ 
As ye together came, depart, 
And, kindly, re-inftate my heart. 
— Like peaoefttl hermit let it dwell 
For ever in this quiet cell. 
Nor e'er, from this fad moment, know 
Your duller ebb — w quicker flow. 
But, with that ever-living ftream. 
For ever move, yet move the fame ; 

— So fung the bard^ as on a hill 
He lillen'd to the fubter-rill : 
Riches, what ferve they ? but to plant 
Frefh feeds of difcontent and want — 
And Honor, what art thou ? a name, 
Whofe bafis is the breath of fame. 
'Gainft wealth and honor make me proof, 
*Tis all I afk — and 'tis enough. 
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— The jealous God, who prickt his ears 
At all this rout of hopes and fears, 
Difcharg'd one arrow from above. 
Which, inftant, turn'd his foul to love ! 
Love gave his heart, at once, the zeft, . 
For riches, honor, and the reft ; 
So hope, and fear, ^d joy, and pain. 
Began to dance the rounds again ; 
While the poor comfort of his mind. 
Is but to rail, and call him blind. 



I. REASON 
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REASON and Love, the other day. 
By mere good fortune meeting. 
After the ufual friendly way. 

Of, HoW'd'ye-do ? and greeting : 

11. 
Cries Reafon, let us, for a while, 

Adjuft, and fettle matters ; 
How is it, when you hearts beguile. 

You fo forget your betters ? 

IIL 

» 

Sure ! my afliflance and advice 

. Might, fometimes, be of ufe ; 
How happy is it, when the wife 
And prudent tie the noofe i 

rv. 

Witnefs — but Cupid, in a pet, 
(Juft as the proof was bringing) 

Wicg'd fuch a fhaft, as nicely hit 
His tongue-— and fpoilt his iinging. 

3 



V. I 
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V. 

From that unlucky hour, I dare, 
WitU thoufands more, to prove. 

That Reafon cannot interfere, 
To give an hint in love« 



M L Tke 
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I. 

^^TT^HE little, purblind, rambling God^ 

X Once, at the midnight hour^ 
Benighted, in a foreign road, 
Juft tapt at Reafon's door* 

U. 

Reafon and he, for years, till now. 

Had never chang'd a word- 
Some pique — no matter what, nor how» 
Nor have! ever heard. 

nr. 

Pleas'd with a pow'r, fo opportune. 
To grant what terms he. wou'd. 

He rifes, hafles to grant his boon. 
And help the little God. 

IV. 

Now, ikippmg o'er the feveral forms 

Of their capitulation : 
In one word, Reafbn made his terms. 

Without much denegation. 



V. Wluit 
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V. 

What could the little urchin do ! 
. Blind — weary — and in danger I 
Twas lucky, as the cafe was {0, 
Reafon was not a ftranger. % 

VI. 

His arms, next morning, were reflor*d. 

He marches off with honor : 
But, hence, q^er children only lord, 

Fights under Reafon's banner. 



Ikf 4 ELWS 
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E 



ELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 

LLA's To womanifh, and wife, 
She cheats the mod difcertiing eycs-f 
For, tho' a chiJd, each Ton of Adam 
Js^een to bow, and call hep Madam. 
While children, of her baby-age 
Li'ping obedience, fpeak her fage. 
What parent mow cout'd c*er deftr«? 
Women adore— and men admire ! 
But do not choiceft bloflbms mect> 
The fooncr, fome unlucky • fkre ^ ^ - 

—They do — yet bought experience /ays^ 
There are fure means, and eafy ways. 
Which, us'd, may, flill, prcferve a bloom 
That promifes fuch fruit to come I 

—-Then fhield her ! you who have the care 
Of rearing the angelic fair — 
Defend her, by the warmth of fenfe, 
Fronrthat eafl wind— Impertinence! 
The northern blafts of Self conceit. 
Keep off by energy ©f wit— 
'Twill greatly overpay the toil — 
I know the nature of the foil — 



Butt 
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— But ! let the .gentleJr breeze, at fouth, . 
Of virtue aid the happy growth ; 
Let weftern gales, of pious truth,.. 
Ripen this excellence of youth I 
While the gay funfhinet of- good-nature, • 
Rftifes an angel from the creature— 

— Thus far from mortals may be giv'a ; 
The reft — the wifeft leave to Hcav'o*. 



EPITAPH, 
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To a L A D Y... 

From RoMB. 

HEARING you have taken a vagary,. 
To turn a fort of antiquary ; 
I thou^^t it but a neighbour's duty 
(Were I not prompted to't by beauty) 
Forgetting trouble, coft, or diftance, 
"fo lend ali poflible affiftance : 
And if my young colleftion can 
The fmalleft approbation gain ; 
If trifles of my choice, tho* poor^. 
May add to your increaiing ftore. 
Accept them without more ado ; 
No one more welcome — Entre nous-"' 

Firft, then, obferve, I fend you, maJai 
The ytry Thorn with which old Adam,. 
For want of better modern needle, 
Wiff ly few'd leaves about his middle— 

--The thread, they tell me, I'm poffeft 
But that I dare not vouch the leaft of: 
Becaufe, I fear, 'tis falfe and fpurious ; 
. Therefore, unwelcome to vVic curious — 
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— The next thing, that is worth remark. 
Is a fmall piece of Noah's ark, 
•Carefully wrapt up, do you fee? 
Jail as 'twas handed down to ane — 

—-As, alfo, a young pinion feather 
' Of that fame dove who, twice together^ 
Went out to fee the wind and rain. 
And, wifely, ne'er return'd again— ^ 

— Obferve the other, and you'll fee 
A very — very — rarity ! 
It is the true, authentic fcore, 
'<On which king David us'd to pore. 
And gain'd fuch wond'rous approbation, 
•He was firfl £ddle in the nation— 

— The fourth — and what is no lefs rare. 
Is axlank lock of Sampfon's bair : 
And then, a fpoonful of that fait 
Lot's wife was turn'd to For a fault, 

I 

Which £nce is grown fo very common. 
As not to have it doubts the woman — 

—The little ftone which kiU'd QoKah : 
All the^e-teetb of Jeremiah* 
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A feather from that honeil raven 

Which brought Elijah fcraps from Heaven. 

A toe-nail of a monllrous moufe; 

And hideous back-bone of a loufe. 

Two of thofe plagues which PharaoK found. 

And, often,. wiflit them underground — 

A bull-ruih, taken from the cradle 
In which young Mofes usM to paddle : 
A button from the very waiftcoat 
Which Jofeph wore to fave his beft-coaii 
With fome few patterns, in a packet^ 
Of his old party-color'd jacket — 
And fifty more as curious — all 
Equally voucht original — 

— But, left fo long a courfe of years^ 
As this my choice coUedioii bears, 
, Shou'd hurt the credit of the thing. 
And leave your faith a wavering. 
Your curious brother Virtuofa 
Has, for the fake of Del Pode/o^ 
By dint of trouble, fcrap'd together. 
Things which will ftop a tvhy f a whether T . 
Equally curious, and inviting. 
As what I ,now have been reciting ; 

Things 
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Things which'have In^p^it'd in our cliimes ;' 
And rarities of ptdeti times-^- 

-".-Obfewe iif that fanw little phkU 
A lawyer's trnth and felf-denial — 
'Tis fcarcc to be difcern'd^ you cry,' 
Without a microicopk eye — 

— Thaty Teeming empty, glafs contains 
A courtier's prom'iies and gains : 
And, on that fpotlefs paper, view 
Rewards of merit, blas^cn'd true — 

Some gratitude I fought — but never 
Could find a remnant tight and clever : 
The little piece you here perceive 
Was found at Paris, as I live ; 
Doubtlefs, unknown unto the dame. 
Or you had never feen the fame — 

— That largeft box, of alf, is crkiiimM 
With female follies, clofely ramm'd : 
And in that nutlhell-, too, are lald*^ 
Their virtues — if they are not flfcd"™ 

— Obferv^ upbn that wifti^, lic^ar. 
All marriage com£jtigf wrDte'inrtesnr'; 

N And 
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And, on that folio fheet, difplay'd. 
The pleafures of a flngle maid. 

— Oncq mdre, and not to tire your patience 
Take notice of that box of efTence : 
Cou'd you devife (I hardly know) 
That in this compafs lies a beau — 
Religion, too, fo fmall and thin. 
Stuck,' like a fpider, on a pin. 
Virtue's rewards— a poet's gains — 
A lady's vow6 — a lover's pains — 
All carv'd, moil curioufly, in one. 
Upon that little cheny-flone — 

—From thefe few hints — and few, indeed, 
To what I carry in my head. 
Your ladyfnip may plainly fee 
Something that fmelL antiquity — . 
And the beft method I can figure. 
To pufli the fcience on with vigour. 
Is 

^*^ What follows i« foreign to the firft part 5 afi 
herefore, left out j. tut concludes thus ; 

Add to all thefe — a flame (In cere, 
for vou km.'w •who" and you knoiv tvbere. 
Nay, -.f you*r* jealous, fr^t and grumble— ^ 
Miiaam-*-- 1 ^— 'your very humbki 



♦ . 
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HORACE. 

SAT. IX. BOOK I. 

LOUNGING along, the other d^y, 
(As, but^too oft', is 's way) 

On Bagatelles fo deeply bent,' 

He hardly kne\i> Which way he went-— 

Juil at the end of Kkfl^t-Ga/s *, 

(Your knows the ^uery place) 

Up conies an tnan {of Gothic frame) 
Who fcarce e'en knew my ChrJdian.name; 
And, i.aving ic^ueez'd my ihrinjcing Hand, ' 

Cries, " -How dVe go ?"--You fee T ftand— 
** Weil ! how d'ye fare, then, my fweetl^rotbcr?'* 
I fare on fweets— femetimes the other ;^ ^ 

And, tho' I c^n't co^Wl your name, ' . . i 

Hope you fare better— or the^iame— ' 

I thought my aniwer was enough; 

But he (luck clofer to the llufF. 

I afk'd him what he meant to do ? 

For I was bufy fentre nous.) 

** What, yofu pretend, now, not to kno^w it ? 

** Why, then, I am your Brother Poet,'* 

N z ^V\ 



Oh ! to be fare ! if that's your plea ; 

T^at wiU endear you ipore to ^e ! 

Nowy wilhing much to give the flip, 

I ran — I ftopt— ^h^^ £^ve theJ^p^ 

As if I wanted to fay more 

To my bla^k fpqiihpy— j)i(lfl^cwe. 

And, next, (Vo/p ^ead.to fo^t'^gji^^ 

Involuntary fweats to riiji. 

What happy jixutals arc i]^e J^ynf! 

Who never hear bMt wh^ ^^ (^hKTe— r 

—Now, when ^ajn iTHipAretto^cfca^, 

And tal|^t ,*W»y Pf y^^Jji ^^^4hl^rrT 

How Mofihiim'^ S^^ 9f,m^ rt/e,q»rjipp« ! 

The ope«, f fleat.-..Amttiem/e#^, l^^m^} 

AH ffiotkt jtop- -^pf jstn die fi^si^^ 

Our Charlefr has »• mi^oftip ;f9»)* 

1 anfwer^d not^rfiogle.woisi-* 

Nay, with fome diCcnlty heur^. 

•* Ob, ho !'* fays he, " I guefs your fcheme ; 

** Yea want to q^it ineand iny.theoir ; 

** Bat 'tis in vain — Pll (keep in reach, 

*^ And ftick as clofe as any ieach — 

•* ril follow the fame ro(id .you go, 

** Nor leave your fide — I love you fo l*^ 
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Oh ! pray — For Heav'n's fake ! why ihou'd I 
Lead you aboiit the Lord knows why ? 
I'm bent to fee a friend alone, 
Whofe very name's to you unknown ! 
Beiides ! he lives acrofs the Rhine, 
Almoft as far as Ockerjhein — J 
I long to view the prince's hall — 
And then I go to Franchendahl-— 
The manufafture, fain, I'd fee. 
Which wrought this very box for me — 

— "Oh I as to that — I'm at yourpleafure — ^ 
*• I'll follow — 'tis an hour of leifure. 
*' My enemies (to do me right) 
** Say I'm not lazy, and tread light 1'* 

— I now began to drop my ears. 
Like ftubborn affes in their gcers. 
When the damn'd miller, on the road 
Gives him (in fpite) a double load — = • 

— " Stfll 1*' he begins again, " the fa^nc ! 
** If you well knew me, and my name, s 
** You'd rate me higher, I declare, 
** Than ever Charles did his Voltaire— . • - 

N 3 *'For 



it 

it 



" For (entre nous) I'll write as faft — 

" And I can d^ifj^, f^o^ 4ct i^jB.toll yp! 
•♦ I'll challenge rr-rr ^^ 4 #^#"'- 

~r, now, buc^? i^ Q» Iw fiifopHtfc; 
For 'twas high timc—iiflai WWiJ? ^P Hrodi—r 

—Have you, dear fo, | pi:^)c, g nipdii^r ? 
Or a» well-wi(hing fiflD^r— :brPSb?r-'- 
Not I," fey? l^e, " ypon 4ny jiff?-* 
I bury'd all ; and, laft, my wife !" 
Hgppy are they, thus, uod^-gro^^^^r-* 
Pm, now, tli^ fple one tpbie founds 
Difpatch me, then, in Iqm^ Q/ ht^tie. 

Nor let me ,li(i|;v :te W l^tf » * 
For, certainly, the time draws near — 

Pll tell you wl\y^ fir ! ;}9'*y$h^e hea;' 1 — 

I do ren«»ber» wfcei) m (chqpj, 
A good old.wQWftn (nota fqQl) 
Told my fad fortune by this hand ; 
The way they maj^c ypu ijndcrftand-r- 

" He ihall not die by pois'DQiw ^n^ 
'« Nor feUin baitle fgainft the £<eooh~ 

"N. 



*' Nor pleurify — nor cough — nor gout 
<< Shall be thie m/eans to fen4 him Qut-t>-> 
** No ! he fhall die by dint of tongue ; 
«• Then be ^yis'd, and fty whm yoqog ; 
** Fly the firft pfajti^y /^ ^ peft— 
" Think pf my -wcirds^-^aad guefs the reft l" 

The Jefuits' c^grjch wa3 now lit hap4 ; 
And day declin'^, you'll ^ndefft^nd• 
" Blefs me !" fays he, ** tl^e iCQ^ifts W fitting; 
'' I have a procqis there this m^^tiili; > 
<' And I fhail l^fe it (mifch I f^) 
**If I don't, inftantly, appear. 
•* Now, if yqii loife ^nj?, ftep this way— 
** Who knows b^t I may get th^ .d^y ?'* 

Oh ! may I p^rjfli! if I jjinaw 
One word of law — and I o^i^ft go. 
Fain wou'd | '&a,y ta pl<e^fp fpy ffiend — 
You know my t^s d^'ii jp^fuey's eixd— * 

— *« Well, faith, Pm puzzled fentn nous J 
" Whf tkfr tO| le^e^ iny xmb, ^r y^vi^" 
Oh me ! (t)^e c^fp is i^Qt in dopbi;) 
•« No ! (Ce.9on4 thpMglfii^) TU f^^p .ypj> OJif/' 
So h^ ft(5pf 9J?i ji I ^ow t^Qxm i 
^H^ting to thwart fuperiojr pow'r. — 
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But 'twas my fat^^ — and all my cure 
Was to fret inward, and endure— 

— Something I hear you have to /ay ; 
But 'tis as well another day — 
•Tis high mafs now — won'f yoU go in ? 
Faith I Tve no fears about my fin ! 
But I have fcrup^es of my confcience. 
•' Plhal never mind— ( onfeffion's nonfenfe.'* 
Forgive me-i»at fome o:her time, 
My judgment then with your's (hall chime. 

—Well ! fure no day that e'er can be 
Was half fe dark and dull to me- 
— — (in frolic) left me there,. 
To bleed beneath a butchcr*s care— 

—But fcadam Fortune (at the laft) 
In pity of "what thus had paH^, 
Sent a brifk tipftafF to my aid— r 
Ho 1 Hoa, fir — What ! fromjuftice fled ? 
Loud as a Stentor now he calls ! 
You hear him round the palace walls ! 
I have you, fir — Will keep you fail- 
To prifon — Come, &t — I'm in hafte— 



—The 
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—The mob collefts — the word they give : 
I find, at length, a kind reprieve. 
Then hafte a*vay — -^nd glad to run ; 
^ for Sopbinijhm was begun f. • 

• -Anfwrring to our Pater-Nojier-Row, 
X A cuuntry pala«.e of prince Frederic of Deux-Ponts* 
-(• The Opera, 

^ The Ciamber guard of foreign courts j anfwering to our 
ITeotfun, &c. 

J[ A country palace of the £le£lor Palatine. 



I. MADAM 
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h 

MADAM Vendl,' atltehAtf B)^* dMk {Mi!^ 
grace. 
With' a fttpfiicant knee and- lier iweet beg^ng 
face, 
A^t of Bacchas, this morning, a fafor : 
When hijrGwIttipat oliec'riisM-hefup whh a 

kifs ; 
Then tell me, fays he, what the great favor is ; 
For I cannot refufe one fo clever. 

11. 

Why the truth, fays her Goddefsihip, and the 

whole truth, 
Is, in fpite of my beauty, my ihape, and my 
youth. 
That I can't make a profelyte now— - 
Not a man do I find that is able to prove 
Once a convert from rambling, to laudable love ; 
But they all pay their homage to you. 

III. 

Jolly Bacchus reply 'd, and reply 'd with a fmile* 
Pr'ythee Venus obferve, and believe me the while, 
J an innocent, here, it is plain ; 
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For I ne'er fee a man till you firft wound his 

heart ; 
Then he flies to his doAor to take out the dart ; 
Which I do with a flafk of Champaign-— 

IV- 

Oh ! a flaiky fays fair Venus> wotild never do 

harm ; 
But they drink till, e'en, beauty nf> longer can 
charm, 
And I lofc, ever after, my pow'r— 
Pr'ythee, Venus, a truce^ faid the rofy cheek'd 

God; 
For whatever my frolics may be all abroad. 
In this place they ihall drink but an hour* 

V. 

Thus (hall friendfhip and love to it's channel 

return. 
And with virtue alone (hall both fexes ftjll burn ; 

But, remember, I only mean here-— 
For, in London, I'll pnfh the brifk glafs at before. 
And will rattle, and prattle, and frolic, and roar » 

For, pray, who is my Godihip to fear ? 

O VL Venus 
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VL 

Venus now ran ^way to each fair blooming maid t 
Oh 1 / came, I/aw, and I conquer* d, ihe faid^ 
His proud Godihip, at once, buckles' to-— 
For the bottle, be fwears, ihall henceforward 

fubmit 
To your beauty, your fenfe, your good-nature* 
your wit ; 
And that men ihall give women their due. 



THOU! 
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THOU ! to whofe worth xny heart in fccrct 
bow'd, 
And figh'd what, oft\ I wiih'd to fpeak aloud ! 
(But that onr fex's rules my pleafnre tyM» 
And forc'd my blnfhes ev'ry wiih to hide) 
Thou \ to whofe heart^I once, con'd make appeal; 
That heart, which, then, wou'd cv'ry hope reveal, 
ybid,on'the wings of truth, each accent brought. 
To bid you fpeak the very thing you thought— 
Thou — but no more the felf-fame friend Tview ; 

Yourfclf the fhadcw of that form 1 kifcw — 

» 

Long have we borne (thV innocent) the fhame 
Of wearing the inconftant female's name ; 
While man, ftill iindeferving, proudly fwore 
Their hearts were faithful, and deprav'd no more I 
Each fudden change, now, but belongs to man ! 
Our fex, it feems, purfue the conftant plan : 
For, oh! in fpitc of all I've felt for you. 
My heart beats equal time, and dares be true—* 

— But, when a change fo fudden fhall appear. 
We afk a reafon, tho* we afk with fear ! 
Well knowing, guilt will raifc eternal woe ; 
And, fare, I fain wou'd hide the gxiilt you know^ 
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To gcn'rous hearts ftiil pity will belong— 
*Tis punifhment enough to do the wrong— 

—Health to that rival of my former joy I 
May there, alone, pofTeffion never cloy ! 
My lad fad breath is but myfelf to blame. 
Who vainly thought that lave was not a name j 
And being juil (e'en to my deareft foe) 
Was, dill, inclined to think each other fo : 
By my own upright heart I judg'd of all ; 
And, from that height of folly, date my fidl — 

— Go on '. the path you like with joy purfuc-^- 
Honor is, fdll, the goal I have in view I 
A lading pleafare can no other give— 
Vengeance is your's —my Heav'n is, to forgive t 
And» know, with all your frailties dill in view^ 
That mine was greated, to believe in you. 

—-T/ud not a man--by nature they betray 
Chamont (I think) approves the words t fay : ^ 
Whene'et he talks of love, a caution give ; 
•* But, if he fwears, he'll certainly deceive !" 

— Then ! boaft not of a triumph I defpifc— 
Nor think, tho' mean^ myfelf a meaner prize—* 

All 
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All honor lies in ading, well, your part ; 
And the beft jewel is a virtuous heart : 
That jewel may I wear till life is o*er. 
Then bear it with me to that blifsful fliore 
Where virtue finds her long-deferved throne. 
And love, like mine, ihall there partake her own. 



Of Tp 
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*Yq # ♦ « ♦ ♦ 

l\ 

WHILE Ella, with an heart as kind» 
And no lefs fympathetic mind^ 
Feels Eloifa's woes ! 
Who would not> almoA, wiih his fate^ 
Could Abelard transfufe his date 
To ORC of like repofe ? 

• 

n. 

To feel her tears bedew his tomb : 

To hear her voice — " I come ! I come ! 

*• Prepare y9ur rofeate boiM^rs P* 
'Sure this is more than e'en to live. 
To have thy Eloi'fe furvive. 

And drew his grave with flow'rs* 

IIL 

When Zara weeps ! (he fheds a tear ; 
A figh for tw^iy figh we hear ; 

Strange to each vulgar mind ! 
And poor Almeria's griefs wou'd end> 
Was not the too, toe feeling friend> 

In Ella's bofom joined— 

O3 IV. Oh! 
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IV. 

Oh ! Fortune ! why are ibals, like thefe» 
Forbid the means of golden eafe. 

To catch thiL filling tear ? 
Hearts (fo attan'd) won'd, thcn» on earth* ^ 
At once perceive a ieoond birthy 

And feel the Angel here. 

V. 

But> clogg'd by unrelenting fate» 

In vain the friend (hall mourn the flate 

Of her» who mourns for all 1 
In abfence fhouM his bofom bleed. 
She cannoty then» fufped the deed — 

But may relent his fall ! 

VI. 

Perhaps (he may, then, give one figh. 
When no (more powerful) friend is nigh,, 

To check that noble ftart ! 
And, while he drives to lend her aid. 
His cares (hall, foon, be all repaid. 

By having done his part*— 

I VU, Thef^ 
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vn. 

Thefe are the joys of gen'rous minds : 
Virtue her own reward ftill finds : 

Rewards of endlefs joy- 
One fighy from Ella, life can give- 
Can bid the dying exile live — 

Or, more-»-thc livings die I 



O D 
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ODE. 

L 

ft, 

OH ! how fweel does the morning arile ! 
How ferene, and how welcome, is eve ! 
To an heart which, like your's^ knows no vice ; 
And which never was Uught to deceive I 

II. 

For our hearts are by nature fincere* 
And we leara the fad mode to defpife; 

To begild ev'ry hope, ev'ry fear. 
And to vary our hearts from our eyc$* 

• • • 

ill. 

Ev*ry obje£^ is lively and gay ; 

No December, of guilt, feels her mind : 
Each fair month is a month of young May I 

And fell Winter keeps always behind. 

IV. 

Ev'ry flow*r that fprings up gives her joy ; 

And flie welcomes each day with a finile : 
The fond objedls of nature ne'er cloy. 

Where fuch innocence chafes the guile. 

V. Wha 



\ 
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Who wou'd btrter, then, fuch a fweet ftatf ^ 
For the fplendor which fin may bellow } 

Oh ! Simplicity — ftill watch ray fate ^ 
Fot 'tta pomp, alone> feels what is woe. 

VL 

Art there, then, fuch weak minds, who will rang 
From pure virtue to fearch after care ? 

Oh ! preferve me iUll fimple — nor change 
My poor cottage, their fplendor to ihare I 

Let me, ftill, fee the ftream trickle clear,. 

Emblem fweet of my bofom's repoie ; 
While the river fhall cloudy appear, 

Whidi the city pollutes as it flows* 

VIIL 

Trees are grateful, and yield you that (lore 
Which is due to the kind planting hand — 

Flow'rsv birds — nay, all nature, reftore. 
What our fervicesy juftly, command* 

IX. Mai 
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IX. 

Man, alone, is the fole one we find. 
Who, ungrateful, forgets what he owes ! 

Oh ! ftill watch o^er my poor fimple mind — 
May I ne*er fweU the number of thofe ! 

X. 

Let me, flill, my fimplidty keep ! 

And dill afk — can there be fuch, apd live } 
Have they peace in -their fliinds — fee they weep ! 

May that Heaven which forgives me.-»fergive ! 

XL 

May they iceep the loft path they now iSsd, 
And the which 'twas their forrow to lofe — 

Angels wept when they darkened their mind- 
Now they finilc on the funihine they chufe. 



EPILOGUE, 
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E P I L O G U E 



TO THE 



FAIR ANDRIAN 



M' 



A6ted at a Private School. 

ETHINKS I heard, but now, a whifp'ring 
tone 

Cry, ** Heav'n be prais'd this LiittH fluff is done— 
*• Faith I grew iick on't— and I freely fwear 
*' I wiih*d myfelf at church— ^r any where— 

— ** Sure ! to fit moping, full three hours, a^d 

more, 
** To hear them run a pack of gibb'rilh o*er— 
** See nothing ! but an antiquated crew 
** Of gofiips, midwivesy and I know not who— « 
** No fweet procefTion fpreading all the fcenes ; 
** Strange peerlefs peers — and ftranger queans of 

queens — 
** Nay ! not one billet-doux did even pafs — 
<* Was ever author fuch a fenfelefs afsl 

« Without 



BAGATELLES- 157 

«* Without intrigne, farewcl the comic ntufe — 
** Were Terence to bfe ha&g'd, t'd tye the noofe/' 

-«-So much for ladies kind remarks' — and, now, 
ril fpeak a word or two — if, I know how — 

— Our play thus done, I am no more, you 
know, 
jDavus, or footman; but in ^*fiaiu y«b'* 
An harmlefs, undefigning^ fchool-boy brat*-^ 
Who plotted, without knowing ^hat is wJ^at*'^" 
For, with my liv'ry, I bid adiieu 
To all mj follie8> tricks — aiTurance too $ 
And now aflume a grammar- face again $ 
As if I neveir had> thus, play'd the man-i-^ 

^— As for this limping walk, and flraddling 
gait. 
The badges of the prifon I've been at> 
*Tw2ll ferve hereafter to inftru£t, and Oiew, 
That tricking varlets ne'er unpuniih'd go : 
But, ladies, let me venture^ here, to tell yoti> 
Davns was no unneceflary fellow — 
How might we all well (land amaz*d> and dare 

*ro fee a livery Jiif ^as times now are) 

P Party- 
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Party-concern'd in fuch a deep intrigue^ 
As thus to bajffle the old knowing prig ? 
Manage fo well, at our fq ticklifh feafon, " 
To bring two pofitive queer putts to reafon— * 
Bear thro' fuch rubs as honed Davus did. 
Who made impoffibilities fucceed— 

*— But, to be (hort — All heats are nowappeas'd^ 
All dangers pad — all difficulties eas'd — 
Two unexpeded weddings brought to bear ; 
Exafperate foes arc become friends iincere — 
Father with foft, as fon with father charm'd. 
And pointed malice of it's lling difarm'd ; 
So that the whifpers of the dear tea- table. 
To hurt OMT foundling are no longer £ble— » 

— In fuch our fcene of joy we only wait 
Your kind a^plauf(^, to m^ke our joy coroplelt* 

Wrote over an Inn of Court, 

HAD Ifrael fwore to fave this curfed place. 
Could Abraham fhew him but one honcfl 
face ; 
The righteous man had anfwered, very foon. 

Sec £re to them, Lord ! Tbne is mt One. 

ON 
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I- 

ON that bofom of fnow let me lie, 
Which, as white» may I find not as cold ; 
Do 1 hear from thofe lips in a figh, 

*• Ah ! then who wou'd not dread to grow old ?" 

IL 

Love and fancy, thus happily join'd. 
Makes this cottage the roof of a lord ; 

Pr'ythce whifper your love-fiicnt mind. 
If you dare not pronounce the de^r word. 

III. 

Ah, my Damon! Pd talk all the night. 

If my tongue wou'd preferve but vour heart; 

But I've heard — nay, 'tis common, they lay, 
In your fex, to wiih £ril to depart. 

IV. ... 

■ » 

When the lark hr&, falutes the new day, 
Imuft leave this dear place, for your fake ; 

Ere the dawn I mag hurry away — 
See what early precautions I take ! 

P 2 V. There's 
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V. 

There*8 no fear of thekrk Ibr one wh3e» 
Says Lucinda, ib kifs me ftiU more — 

'Tis the moon» there^ we fee — then beguile 
Your fond girl, a8» you know how, before^ 

VL 

• 

Ah ! behold ^tis the morning th^t dawns ; 

Not the moon ; for her gUmpfes ace paft : 
And the lark has thrice fung o'er the lawni^ 

Let this kiis, then, my girl, be th« laflL 

VIL 

'Tis the nightingale fings, not the lark ! 

Ah ! believe your fond Lucy again. 
Would you leave me while yet it is dark? 

Ah ! how foon are you fated--*^^ men / 

VHI. 

And, indeed, the poor damfel was rights 

And fhe blam'd all the ftars thro' the Heav'n ^ 

When he went it was fcarcely midnight— <r 
Nay, her clock had but jiift flhick eleven, 

OD E« 
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ODE. 

¥ 

HOW fleep the good when funk to reft ? 
No more with care their mind's oppreft — 
No more their frame befieg'd with pain — '- 
They fleep, but oh ! to wake again 
Where noflrange dreams (hall cloud the mind. 
But, all is lovely — all is kind I . 

Yet till that beauteous day appear 
Which wipes away the wretch's tear. 
At ev'ning hour, unfeen, unknown, 
(The gift of feeling hearts alone) 
Shall tears bedew the virtuous ihade 
So equally around her laid, 
That the next fun, his crime forgiv'n. 
Shall drink it as the dew of Heav'n. 

With garlands fweet her grave is hung. 

By fairy hands her knell is niri^ : 

At the brown hour of iilent eve 

The faithful there fhall come and grieve, 

Happy to find no eyes fufpecl 

The hands by whom her coarfc is deckt ; 



And, 
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And as around her tomb they fing, 
The fweeteft flow'rs of earliell fyring 
Shall cv'ry night> by ileakhf. be laid> 
And echoes whiter, ** Refi herjhadi! 



»»« 



— 'fBat ihott'dy among the crowd, be feea* 
A fpotlefs maid, of heav'nly mien, 
Whofe tears in kinder currents fiow 
7:han CQmmpn mourners c;hQfe to knQW» 
Oh ! lead me, at that foleain hogr. 
To fuch fair contemplation's bow'r ; 
Where, ihou'd her filial fountain fail^ 
I may, at length, in grief prevail ; 
And thus (without fufpicion) prove 
There is no price for heav'nly lom 

Yes ! I wou'd ftay to chear her youth,. 
And weep enough, alas I for bo^~ 
Bleft, if the peaceful ihade believ'd 
That» dill, the daughter only griev'd; 
And that the pious fraud was mine. 
To wa].e my tear?, and huiband thine* 
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To a' Yoyyo Miser. 

DUAR Charles! ivicc^ b]^ your educatioA,, 
I know you're ^d of fpequlation ; 
Did'ft never, in thy younger days. 
Upon a little Ant-bill gi(2e ? 
There, pr'ythee, did'ft thpu never £ee» 
('Tis but by way of Simile J 
With fecret pleafure, inward joy. 
The bufy Myriad^ ^ whole employ 
To rake — to (crape— to heap together — 
Perhaps, without a 'whyi / or wbetbtr ? 
Some, flioving — others,, undermining—* ^ 
Exultant, fome — and fome, repining ! 
With, here a little wretch deftroying 
What.4ii» next neighbour was enjoying^— 
Still Having, fweating, and tnrnioiling f. 
When^ in the midft of all their toiling — 
When moft they thoqght to reap the pleafure 
And fatisfa^ion of their treafure; 
Juft at the inftaut they propofe 
To fhare the blelTings of repofe. 
Some moft unlucky- thunder-Cbow'r 
Comes down from Heav'n upon tbc four * ; 

1 And, 
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And, fwelling ev'ry dyke around, 
At laft lays level with the ground 
The bank, which they, fliort-llghted ere 
Imagined was a rock of nature's— 
And driving'on them, in a trice. 
Sinks ev^ry fed, of ev'ry fize, 
In lefs than half a minute after. 
With all their treafurcs, under water ; 
And buries, in a thoufand ftreams. 
Their little bodies — little fchemes I 

—So fares it, in an higher way. 
With us-— vain reptiles of a day — 
Tho', left it may offend fome natures, 
ril call ourfelves two-legged creatures— 
What noife and buftlc do we make! 
What wond'rous pains and labor take ! 
How do we ftrut, and vaunt of pow'r 
Or wealth — an equal-fading flow'r — 
How daily mine, and counterminey 
To make, perhaps, a fortune — thine — 
Flutter and boaft ! from little boys — 
Proud of a worldly-buzzing noife — 
When, in a moment, or an hour. 
Some ftrokc (like this unhappy fiiowV) 
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* Some comet— or, a fecond flood. 
Swallows us up— or (what's as good) 
Sees all our glories in a float 1 
And leaves this earth not worth a groat— ^ 

•—Now, Charly, can you take the hint } 
At you thtjimle wou'd iquint-— 
Why, when a life is fo incertain. 
Still will you dread to ufe a fortune> 
Which, with your prudence in your flation» 
Wou'd blefs, perhaps, a little nation*— 
Think, tho* I know my verfe is rude. 
Think of the ^--^^In^raiitudi : 
Or, which is more \ when it was giv'n^ 
Think of ingratitude to HtanPn ! 
And know, from me, the honeft poor 
Have Heav'n's command to ofe your fioce'*^ 
Nor are you (thin^ me as you pleafe). 
But in the nature oiTruftees'^ 
Who (reafonable charge allow'd) 
When we have fliuffled off this clod^ 
Muft (as we hope to be forgiv'n) 
< Must, for (he reft,, account to Heav'n !: 

• Bpkt k vtrp.. 

A COQJJETTE. 
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A ' C O Q, U E T T E. 

I 

N the fweet month of May— the dear May of 



I 



my love, 

What J buzz went all over the green ! 
'Twas the pride of each fhepherd his paffion to 
prove. 
From the day I firfl knew /weet Sixteen ! 

II. 

Not a Juftice^ a * Squire, or a Par/on^ aroand. 

But produc'd all his merits, at once- 
One talk't law — t'other fung — and the dodor^ 
profound, 
Preacht away — tho* he prcacht to a donee— 

III. 

Then what bundles of fonnets— what riddles— 
what odes 

Were, but day by day, laid at my fhrine ; 
Let the l^agazines tell— for I fwear by the Gods, 

I was proud to be fung by the Nine. 

IV. But 
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IV. 

Sat, alas! the game's up, and a little bit more — 
And I, now, live alone by myfclf. 

Nay ! the worft of my loves wou'd I, now^ e'en 
adore ; \ 

Bat, alas ! here I'm laid on the fhelf^— 

V. 

Ah ! ladies — beware how a pleafure yoa boaft 

In a number of lovers undone ! 
For thofe, but too often, who think they have 
mod:, 

Too often have liv'd to find Non(» 



TO 
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T O 

THE SAME. 

POOR CoqmetiUai now itefpis'd, 
Wifhes (he ne'er had tyraniz'd— * 
No longer coaches croud her door — 
Oh I what a curfc is forfy-f our i 

^--No remedy cm, now, befonnd) 
She fearches ev^ery walk around — 
And, rather than be thought fo little^ 
Follows the fcripture to a tittle- 
Invites the lame — the balt^''Xht\Uind'-'^ 
(A ftz!^ makes all of-^-one-^oni mind) 
And> rather than thus live alone> 
Marries iom^ Juldhr—or, buffoon* 

•--So have I feen, at country fairS) 
A pedlar give himfelf ibme airs» 
And for his bimbU zSl a pound. 
As if no other cou'd be found-^ 
But let the evening once come oni 
And cuftotncrs a little gOnc-«> 



Stay 
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Stay but the knocking down the ^al/s. 
And fee him packing up his awls-^m 
With cap in hand, iir» in a trice, 
Vou buy his goods at any price. 



VIVO 
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FIFO ET REGNO. 



L 

NOW tbe pulfe of ambition keeps time. 
And the heyday of paffion is o^er. 
Let me afk my poor heart (tho' in rbime) 
ill-ay ! what njoam you f — what fwifi yea fiir< 
monf 

IL 

A'nt you bleft (e'en to joy in excefs) 

That thefe conquefts are, all, of your own ? 

Ah ! how few are thefe vidors— (pray guefs !] 
Who fit bleft on the thorns of a throne ? 

For all conqueft is vain (we (hall find) 
Bat that laft, of the too-rebel heart: 

In tliat moment we reign o'er the mind, 
W^ are kings by pure natMre'^uox art i 



IV. i 



BAGATELLES. 171 

IV. 

Ah ! then what can avail (floating wide) 
The poor banners of armies deflroyM ? 

Trophiet vain as their owners falfe pride,. 
Till,, like mej, of that paffion devoid* 

Sat, yon tell me, my heart (tho' in jefl) 
That my conqaefls no merit can claim ;^ 

A poor triumph's the mind, thus oppreft : 
Such a rebel is eafy to tame ! 

VL 

For, fubdu'd by misfortune for years. 

And funk down with the weight of my woes I 

SmcJ^ a mind no great conqueft appears ; 
*Tis, at beft, but a Hate of refo/e / 

vn. 

Go, then, find me one bled by his birth. 
Who may conquer, or let it alone ! 

Search one out, 'mongfl the kings of the earth. 
Who fliall dare tq look down on his throne. 

Q^z Oh ! 



I « 



: \i 
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viir. 

Oh ! if that is your meaning (conf 
Thus to puKzle my brain for a p 

Go to — — you'll find one— 
Whom you mean (fays my heart) 
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r. 

HARK ! oh hark ! 'tis a voice fit>m the grave 
Cries aloud^- that I muft not delay ! 
The cold arms of thy parent can fave ; 
Why^ on earth, will my daughter, then flay ? 

IL 

Let me dafp thee, again, tothis breaft; 

Which j tho? chill'd, (hall, to you, dill be warm ! 
Oh ! partake, with thy friend, her fond reft : 

Let her love, yet, defend thee from harm! 

ra. 

For, on earth, not a vice can appear,. 

To which riches will- not yield a graces 
Nor a virtue, like your's, which, I fear,. 

Sad necefiity will not difgrace.. 

IV. 
But, ah! calm is this laft, bleft retreat; 

Here the mind feels, at length, her wiiht ileep : 
Hearts no more with ingratitude beat. 

And affli^on forgets, e'en,, to weep! 

0^3 Yes! 
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V. 

Yes ! thy daughter, perhaps, fuon may come t 
Her poor heart has been^bcre long before I 

Has the grave of her parenf, then,, room ! 
Ah ! then, call not— PIl wait here bo mote I 

VI. 

Yet, awhile, to dHcover if truth 
Can refide in one breafl I have found : 

Oh ! how fain wou'd"! prove the good youth 
Who now weeps o'er yon dear hallow'd ground I 

VU. 

Yes ! he joins his foft tear to my moan-^ 
And he counts out, to mine, ev*ry figh ! 

He keeps pace (when I weep) with a groan ; 
And he views me with pity's foft eye— • 

viri. 

Shou'd he once (which I hope not) deceive. 
And grow Man in each pradlice of art ; 

From that moment I wiih not to live. 
But with your's I will join my poor heart. 

2 IX. rn 
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IX. 

I'll not wsLityovLT kind call fi'om the tomb. 

Nor be chid for a longer delay ! 
Oh! no, then — my dear parent ! I'll come„ 

And repofe me befide your cold clay. 

X. 

Where, awhile, we, together, fhall reft. 
When we both ihall partake the true friend^ 

Till that day when each foul Ihall be blcft 
In tfaofe joys which will ne'er know an end» 



A SOLHuOQUY, 
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S O L I L O Q, U Y, 



ON THE EVE OF THE LATE 



C OR O NAT I O Nt 



L 

WHILE earth-born minds, to earthly things,, 
Their flrange attention pay ; 
Let me, on faith's feraphic wings. 
Exalted hail the King of Kings ! 
Who Hampt the coming day— 

II. 

Hufii'd be each found that bids prepare* 

This pageantry of woe ! 
To know myfelf be all my care— 
Andy witli the ffion, the monarch fliare ; 

'Tis all I live to know 1 

m. Wifely 
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m. 

Wifely did SattI (as, bleft, we read 

What facred leaves relate) 
In the deep foreft hide his head— • 
Than chufe dominion's deps to tread^ 

Or walk the paths of ilate-— 

IV. 

Well did he know, the fnn of pow'r, 

(With all his gaudieil rays) 
But fuckles, at the felf-fame Aonr, 
Poifon's rank weed— *as beauty's flov^Vi^ 

Thus fprings, with envy, praife. 

V. 

Sweet is the rofe's vernal bloom. 

That decks the opening ground ; 
But, ah ! beneath its rich perfume. 
Lurk thorns ; which, oft, in pleafure's room. 
The gathering fingers wound— 

VI. Each 
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XIL 

For, Aire, a bleffing he perceiveS) 

Beyond defcription's joy — 
^ee ! at his word the dying lives i 
While, oft', to innocence he gives 
What paflion would de&-oy. 

XIIL 

But, when^ by vice's gailty bands^ 

CompelPd the fword to draw, 
Ev'n-handedjuftice, ling'ring, ftandsj 
Let him, like Heav'n, in j aft commandsy 
Still mercy blend with law— • 

XIV. 

But, hark ! the trumpet's eager found 
Day's harbinger has rous'd— 

Heav'n's laft, beft gift — my lateft found! 

Where new delights, frefli joys abound-r— 
My fairefl ! my efppus'd I 



XV. Awake! 



b^ig^atbxl'e:^ iu 



Awake ! and, with the esfrlied morn, 

.Let us. our hqnjage pay— 
Clothe ! and, widi afl tliat could ado^n. 
Of blcfs, the^rfi ztkAfdireft borla — * 
Give beauty to the day— 






XV?y 

..I 

Aw^ke! and }et,us ihare^he wpes , 
Aiinex'd to'crowns on earth — 

r 

'For, as we bear i>ar minds.^ow — 
So^lhdljultH^ay'n a cro¥ii^n 1>eftow, 
* Unfaduig'as tiy wbrti 1 ^ 
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ODE. 

I. 

YES 1 i( poverty meant bat to drink tlie tla 
fpring. 
Or to eat the hard bread of a cot ! 
*Midft neceflitiesy greater by far cou'd wc fiftg. 
Nor repine at our «wbim/ical lot. 

ii. 

No ! the bread wlilch f contentedly) tafles «vV 

For mere mature fufficient we leel 
And he toils, liit to deep-— and he fleets well 
'tis plain : 
Perhaps, Jhueeter than Stella or m^— 

III. 

Where does poverty lie, then ? fince kind natan 
demands 

Such a little^ and that too enough ! 
This wc 'verify^ oft', when our fancy commands j 

And thc^^// of our life give the/r^^ 

• * ■ -■ L 

IV. Cotfiyi 
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TV. 

€!aar/i arc, then-, our ^ulck meals— the kind gift 

of the chace, 
. And we flake our keen M/r^ in tkejh-tam ; 
On the ^T^ friendly bank our tir'd limba we, then, 

place ;. 
Andy io^Jleef^ without fearing, a i/r^^»«/ 

V. 

No maliinitfs frown — no proud fneer of the 

fooh 
Gilded: o'er with the favors of chance f. 
Blagues^us^ then, in that fiate! fmce they make 
it a rufe^ 
Not to teaze, when they cannot advance. 

VL 

But remove the kind choice of your fwants ! and 
we find 
How they empty their quia/ers around! 
And they join to their malice feign'd pity, of 
mind. 
Still towiden and deepen the wound! 

R 2. VII. Oh ! 
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vm 

Oh i my SftlUf let vtt isheit mem pity it^i 

Blefl oar forrows^ in fecrev to tame; 
And wireiV dvrjr thbik to kdep cm' at 

Still to keep them exaA at tbefamtk 



r 



fl ■ # ' 
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HORACE. 
ODE. IV. BOOK I. 

i: 

SO--bleak winter is gone ! abdi ^9 with him; 
too, flies 
AU my Delia's t:old 16oks and difdain ; 
And the ihips river-lockt, now, (o long by the ice. 
Launch themfelves; once more; into the main— 
Now, for this we maft thank oor good brother thb 
fouth. 
With his friend 'and aHy' of the weft '; 
Who feem rather to breathe, than to blow from 
their mouth. 
Like tho(c tyrants the North and the Eafi. 

Ih 

Kitchen ffres no'Tonger the ptoughman* ihthralf t ' 
Nor like bleaching-grounds, now, -looks the 
mead-*- 
See ! the flocks and the herds quit tkeir Baltile — 
the ft all. 
And you trace them wherever they, tread— 

R 3 Now 
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Now the dance comes in vogue by the light of 
the moon> 

Thst kind ^afbir 6f deltckte cIMour» $ - 
And, for want of fweet mufic, they foot it in tune 

To th» ilroket of cyclop«ais. hammeri-* 

III. 

And now ! ^ow fs the feafoa (the feafon of love) 

Here to crop you a garland of myttle : 
'Tis an einhkm to Hiew that; you'se coofiant in. 
love^ 
And will give yo* the i^ame ^ a Turilc-^ 
But if myrths ase icafice» make a crown of fome- 
fort^ 
With the £]:fl fweet pix}duAk}n» of fpring ! 
And be Aire kill a lamb (it will make goecl 
report) 
On the birth, of our excellent king* 

vr, 

But» amidft ail 0Bf aiirth^ how oit Death wii^ 
ftepin,. 
And inlift the young bride of the day ! 
.For BO feafon he mii>ds — and no tears caa Hafn. 
win^ 
E'en to ff are the dear blofibm of May— • 

Z Like 
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Iirke tbt blackdl of black haflars on ilill he goes^ 
Acd declares be will never give quarter ! 

Wkile the tears of each virgia«<-the mother's Mt 
throes, 
Are^ to hima bat z^Heiy o£ iaagh|ter-^ 

v. 

■ 

From the icingr ta the beggar^ he knocks at^ 
each door. 

And fo Icttd that yon cannot but hear him : 
rris in vain to pretend that he cameJuS before ^ 

He win, ftill, make you feel him and fear him ! 
Oh ! hiHv ble^ then,- are you» my dear feujGble' 
friend.^ 

Who have wiflit not one moment to ftay ;: 
For your innocent life never fears a fad eud^ 

And yoon anfwer's^ / lo'vi and ohey., 

VI. 

Foor man^s life iis too ihort z. long feheme to 
propofe. 
Or lay plans but from one day to one day : 
'Th«3^ for inflance,. on Friday he plaas him an 
houfe ; 
And his coffin is built by next Sunday- 
Yes! 
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Yes ! tlie n'glit everlafting will drop her (ad Ve9' 
O'er thofe eyes withr the luftrc of day ; 

A^d no more will earth's obje^ that dearieirft 
regale, 
Nor lirat fenfe know December from Mayv- 

• ■ 
Even ah/ence a fecond-hand death will appear ; ' 

Thus, when fets off hence, for Gene'vat' 

The obje£ls of Sivitzengen {once held fo dear) 

Will be loft — and the groves of your ye<va ^ 
Yet ! has ah/ence this greater advantage o'er fate; . 

For in ///> we have, ftili; rc'coilediion ! 
'Tis death, only, can make me, then^ ceafe to 
relate 

Your 'virtues — your tafie-^yoxir ferfeSiom 



f A famous grove, part of the E/efforal gardens. 
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Htfumfut gfMtia difitibiu vktu 

Ho ft AC I*. 

DEAR Hormcf! bo long^^I beg Xou^-Cttifiae 
All the plejjTiiiies of ehangt. ta ihe-great 1^ 
For the blcffings of Ufh- theo» woit'd never be 
wiituu 
Nor the joys of one day in retreat. 
Yes — kind fof tiu9ie is e^ual (the ma«im it cUanJ 
In each fondeft Aiblunary gift ; 

Thus one man lives in ii^^V^^while that finks dowit 
with fear; 

Some plcafuxcs ar^^rw— fbme zxtjhmfh 

See ! one fuitj his poflej9Iofi% by livlsg^ too/^^ 

And fells haJf his eftate to 2.ftranger! 
While another (tajrkwujfy) kad%3L4ifftaJief 
: And fo turns (like my/elf) a mere Rangerm 
Whether njoe leave our joys, or thej^ chafe «J to« 
quit. 
Why the hallance is fairly the/iar/ / 
'Vh^^ foffi/Jton grows Jlai (e'en the treaAires of*wiiJ/ 
IS we change m>t their nature and »<ti;v#« 
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A 
PARTING. 

FEASURESratein^^^wr, or in 'w>w«-. 
That dies in a/^ton, which inyjwi^ grew. 
Fancy the /cirj^^, ftiU, itsvgroutd inatiii&ins*^ 
Tho' &ort poiTeifion /gives nii^os 3fla|>fe :piamt-r* '. 
Yet, *8 die laftenhdts to Imttftn «ye8, 
Kiod nature i)ids frcfti jjpys xA fancy rifb-*- 
The curtauxionntavtovflmw a «^'#MHnMeene i. ^ 
iV^w fights anmfe — new pleafures intervene. 
And thus, between poiTeflion and our view-— 
M«i?s iife is chs^ter^d^^^is'Moe wdi*^#» / 

— Short is each hour, when we woa'd wifli 
them years ^ 
I count them now as lovers count their tears ; 
As mifers tremble o'er their parting gold^ 
And hope, awhile, the fum v&faljly told. 
That (at the laft) I may one day obtain ; 
I jw^er 6xpe£kd«— and, poftpone my pain— 

— Parting, to friends^ is but ay^roffi/death ! 
Widi this we lofe our blifs— »in tbat^ our hnatlh-^ 

On 
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On earth, perhaps, our meeting may be vain — 
In death — the jufi will, ever, meet again — 
And, oh! that beft of bleffings to explore. 
Imagine 'tis to meet — and fart no more ! 

Pre/ent, Or al/entp let me flill prcfcrvc 
Thofe rules from which true friendship ne'er will 

fvverve : " 

Still to be faithful to each future truft — 
ToHeav'n's Vice-gerent — Truth I for ever juft — 
And, when, to thefe, fair gratitude I join ; 
Who wou'd not wifh to have a (late like mine ? 
—This ftate you gave me at the parting day ; 
A joy no human pow'r can wreft away— 
And, when my eyes no longer may purfue 
The brighteft objeft they can wifli to view ; 
To weak refledlion I muft all refign. 
And picture joys which axe no longer mime. 



i< 
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To the *♦♦♦♦** 

From the Paraclete. 

• L 

*« Tj^AR from a city's madding heat; 
*' Jl Where fvice and pride abound ! 
^*,On Seyn*s clear ilream ftands Paraclete, 

" The fo renown'd! 

U. 

•* Bofom'd m tufted trees, we fpy 
** Thi-s covey of fair dames ! 
** And many wiih, 'twixt you and I, 

** *Twas on the Thames^ 

UL 

'* A fcore o( frozen girls, behold I 

** Who never, 'till this day, 
«* Heard Abelari'^ fad ftory told ! 

<* Ah! <welUa-day! 

TV. 

** But down, from Paris, comes a wight> 

" (Strange animal, I ween !) 
:« Who fet things in the cUareft light, 

^ And drew ti^/cem. 
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V. 

•''Grave mother Abbefs, now, no more 
Her wand'ring flock can keep ! 
They read Pope's mtj/tl o'er and o'er, 

* ** And, often, weeff ! 

VL 

** Stin, as they con the under tale, 

** They /a I they know not bo^w / 
«* Alk female queilions—- queftions male— 

** Nor mind their *v(nv. 

VIL 

*' Poor Si, Jtomatn *, their reverend Pere^ 
** Has full enoiighHo do--^ • 

** I've cut out fwork for one goodiyearj 

" Jf not for twO"* 

vni. 

** But what a wicked wight was this, 
** To change their tenets hard ; 
*' Before ! they knew not Eioi/ey 

" Nor Ahelard! 

S 2 IX^ " Nowi 
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IX. 

^« Now, they no other ohjc€t/ee ! 

** No ether accent hear ! 
** And all the blame ilill lights on me / 

*< Who difappear. 

X. 

** The rift I leave to Perc Romain, 

'< A man of fix feet high ! 
** Let him (divinely) cool their brain ; 

*' For he is nigh ! 

xr. 

** He can jrefolvc each tickUJh doubt : 

** A pricft may inter/ere ! 
^* But, pr*ythee, father, leave half out ; 

•* Don't go too near f 

XIL 

" Women fhou'd never know the tjohole ; 

•• Half IhouM be underftood ! 
" Eve had a mofl inquiring foul— 

*» Before the flood. 



XUL The 



bagatelles;' 
xiir. 

** Then keep them, father, in fufpence; 

" You'll foon th' advantage find ; 
** Manage yoxxr ftrength of arguments, 

" And keep them Hind. 

XIV. 

** You'll, then, no longer, blame your friend, 

** Howe'cr he flood htfoxc — 
** Ah ! fiflcr — ^the difpute to end — 

'' Gq\ fl?ut the floor."* 

♦ Tha nunnery confeflbr's name- . 
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TO THE SAME- 

L 

** 'TpHE duct was in mc, to carefs 

** JL <« This Englifliman, unknoivn ! 

" Wou'd he had been here, but at me/s f 

— " For I'm undone-- 

II- 

** From morn/till night (no man but me !) 
** How muft I drudge and toil ! 
Before ! I had zfam^rtte ihe 

" To pafs the while. 



«« 



HL 

*• t^QWjeahuJ} runs thro' the lAjhols-^ 

" Now, tnhy breaft is wjarm f 
** And, from a ctf/;w (thro* ev'ry foul) 

'Tis, now, BjfotmJt 

lY, 

** If Eloi/e was frail, fays one, 

" And was, at length, forgi'u^u \ 
Why may not I too htmndoney 

" To merit Heav'a ! 



JU 



V. i> 
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■X 



V. 

** More joy there is, the fcriptures fay, 

(** And, you confirm the truth) 
*^^\i.tTi Jinners ihall regain the way 

*« They loft in youth ! 

IV. 

*' To walk, henceforth, with ft'rait hitent, 

** Let me, once, flep afidc ; 
** And, for the pleafure to repent^, 

" Let me be trftt* 

VIL 

** 'Tis, of all {ins, the sweetest, fure--^ 

•* Too late have I begun ! 
" Ruift*s fo fiwnt,, who can't endure 

^* To be undone t 

VUL 

•• All (his is true, fays Pere Romain — 

•* A doctrine (entre nous) 
*• 6m Tm alone here — and 'tis vain 

" All. I can do r 



lX»Mom 
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IX: 

** More c&nfeffors muft, foon, be had, 

" Or fitters not fo many — 
<* Elfe, by St. PauU I ihall run mad, 

** To entertain yt — 

X. 

** Had" this fame trav'ler but come here 

** When I was only twenty, 
•* I cou'd have ended ev'xy fear, 

** And wou*d content ye- 

XL 

** But forty-fi'vey alas ! is paft y- 
So, mark me as I fpeak. 
The fpirit's ixjilling^ to the laft — 

" 'Ihcjiejh is weak. 






*\ 



xrr>' V 

** Ah ! fiflef Conflance, leave m 

*' To dream on whit has been; 
•* Confider, what's your holy vow — 

" Ob / 'tis afm:' 




T( 
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TO THE SAME. 

WHAT Popt but faw in his mind!^ eye, alone, 
I view with U'ving eyes, and make my 

vwn ! 
His griefs, with Abelard^ appear in a;i#<u;» 
And Eloifa feems to weep anew— 
Nay, ftill, as the* (he faw my heart run o'er, 
Seems, there, to nuavt her hand— and cry— «& 

mort ! ^ 

Tears, fuch as your's, from faithful fources giv'n. 
Make me again, for tartb^ relinquiih Hea^v^n* 

m 

With my le/t hand I touch the hallow' dihrinCf 
My nghft ftill guides that pen which fhou'd be 

thine / 
From infpirations, fuch as thefe, I feel 
Something I dare to owh ; tho', you conceal— 

Lovef whiph, in jouthi appears an empty name, 
But means to light up friendlliip*s future Hame ; 
As we advance in life, this purer fire, 
Looks back, and fees her firil faint fparks expire ; 

3 Which 
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Agreeable to the 

Plan laid down in our Frontispiece. 
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PETER VALLETE, Esc^. 



IB E G I N and end this trifling work of mine, 
with your name ; the only circumftance, which, 
perhaps, may make it agreeable to our mutual 
friends and acquaintance : -and, indeed, I can 
with juilice fay with Milton^ that in every thing 
you are 

" My earUeft vifitation— and my Iqft at cv'n." 

Your kind attendance on me from Geneva to 
Lyons f an^your kinder fojourn there, till my bag- 
gage arriv*d, andmy fpirits were recruited, would, 
in any one elfe, have been eileemed a capital afb 
of good-nature ; but the frequency of fuch aftions 
in yourfelf, make it appear 'an habit, which many 
think you can't divell yourfelf of ; therefore, a lefs 
compliment to each individual. Yet am I not of 
this lift ; and acknowledge every favour of your's 
as a peculiar one to myfelf. 

T z Tired 
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Tired with much land-journeying^ and the 
weather being too warm for a perfon with a flov7 
fever on his fpirits, I, in a few days after your 
departure^ found I could reach Paris by water» 
through the means of that fine canal of Briarrey 
which joins the great rivers Loire and Seyne^ and 
gives our common enemy, in the midft of an ex- 
penfive and hazardous war, that iecurity of an 
//r/^W navigation, fo much wifhed for and wanted in 
England, And could vefTels (as you have fo often and 
fo well obferved) difcharge their cargoes at Milford, 
or Brijiol^ many lofTcs to our trade would be hap-* 
pily prevented by fuch inland navigation, up to 
our very metropolis—as are thofe oi Briarre^ afore- 
faid, Orleans^ and others of lefs note — by which 
means, Marfeilles^ in the Mediterranean, and the 
city of Roifen, in the Britifti channel^ commun 
nicate — thus, by the canal of Languedoc (a work, 
rather more flupendous !) another part of the fouth 
of France is united with Bourdeaux^ and fo opens 
into the bay of j?j/?^.— What fays Pofe on a 
fimilar occafion ? 

** The/e are imperial wjcrh^ and 'worthy kings,** 

But, previous to my fwater-route to Paris, I took 
^he co^ke d'eau to QbaaIons% ou the Saone — having 

formerly 
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formerly pad this faid city with the ufual in-at- 
tentipn of my countrymen, and with the ill-for- 
ta^e of no kind friend to give me intelligence that 
the real toifliof Abelard was at a Benedi^ine con- 
vent, dedicated to St, MarcelU up the avenu^ 
which adorns the banks of the ^aone^ within an 
Engliih mile of the city — though his body was re- 
moved to the Paraclete, In pity to the fufferings 
of the fo ill-fated Eldi/a. 

The prior was an Engliihman, as they dile it — 
though a native of Ireland'—nont of thofe idl^ 
diftindkioDs reigning abroad, which fo often breed 
difcontent at Jiome — and however the faid nation 
may fet their face to a political union^ yet is it no 
reafon that there fhould not be an union in the 
hearts of one common race of children, under the 
bell of parents, ofmonarchs, and of men. 

The prior was, unfortunately, zt Paris; but, 
in his abfence, the fere • • •, did the honours of 
his fuperior in particular, and of the convent in 
general, in a ^^ry mafterly manner. 

The fraternity is not numerous; but their 
cflates, as I heaid, are very coniiderable* By thefe 

T 3 means. 
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fineans, the hofpitality feems amazing, on a baie 
view of fo fmall a convent* 

As I went in the meaning, the cRirch was of 
courfe open — I faw the tonrb, in queftion, imme- 
diately — He is in a recumbent poftnre ; and the 
fculpture exceeds that of the then age, in general ; 
I mean in France; for Italian Genius, in the chijel 
way, had not, as now, fet her foot on this fide 
the Alps; as the numerous fine monuments fince 
that time, have difcovered, by the genenQ en- 
couragement of fovereigns. 

Melard was on a vifit, or, perhaps, a kind of 
difputing match, being common in thofedays, to 
this convent. His real home, being now, the 
famous Chartreufty among the mountains of the 
Beaujoloisy from whence a wine ifTues, little infe- 
rior to Burgundy \ and, at prefent, rifingin value- 
thanks to the Englifh! who find it, as being 
(Irong, more fuitable to their palates than many 
others. 

There is a £ne weftihula at this convent of Be- 
nediHinesy on the firil floor ; where, by means of the 
windows bring brought to the very ground, the 

X 1 view 
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▼tew of the faid mountains (Biaujolois) is very 
ftriking. The feveral doors of the Monks open 
into this <vefiiifula I and, as they often pafs and 
xepafs to their feveral apartments, the view is 
more pleafmg ; as, otherwifc, it would be only 
what the painters call >?///-/j/^. 

After two days, I took the cocked* eauy return- 
ing to Lyons ; and, then, regulated my route for 
a water excurfion to Paris. 

At a few miles from Lyons, I met the Loire 'j *1 
had before been down all that portion of it which 
ftretches from Orleans to Nantz ; and which, per- 
haps, is the moft ftately, of all river expe- 
ditions. 

There is a levic (or, artificial caufeway) from 
the faid firft city to the latter, made in the reign 
.of Louis the Grand ; for feveral hundred miles is 
the traveller never out of fight, either of city, 
town, village, chateau, or convent. Many of 
thefe callles are Bajiiles* And I remember, bring 
on that road, when, according co annual LuHom^ 
the feveral ^a/^-prifoners were changing their 
quarters, in dofecarriagcF^ with aguard; which 

annual 
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annual change better conceals the faid prifbners 
from any intelligence of, or communication with, 
their friends or relations. 

But, to return ; my paiTage down the Loire to 
the embouchure of the canal, into it, was agree- 
able enough, beicg about three eafy days. The 
dutchy of Berry lying on the left, as you defcend 
the river, affords many amiable views ; and, I ob- 
ferved, they have found a coal in the faid pro- 
vince, not inferior to ours, which they tranfport 
to Parisy by way of the canal in queilion. 

I arrived at Briarre the day previous to the com- 
mon-boat fetting off. Thefe veflels are, often, 
300 feet in length, but narrow^ for the conve- 
nience of paffing each other; the faid canals. being 
little wider than for two to go by eafUy ; by which 
means a greater depth of water is preferved ; which, 
if fpread wider, would not always (eipecially in dry 
and thirfly weather) be fo eafily maintained. 

The natives are fo expeditious at the feveral 
locks, that, at a village called Roi^y, where, by 
means of an hill, the faid canal drops near an 100 
feet, the boat had paiTed near a dozen locks, in 

at 
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as many minutes almoft — fo careful are they, as 
in Holland^ of delaying trade. 

The banks are well planted ; and the paths fo 
pleafing, that many of us were often on foot, a 
head of the boat, in order to fee gentlemen's feats, 
and convents, which lay in the neighbourhood ; 
and which we ihould otherwife have lofl fight of, 
by being under the banks of the faid canail ; and, 
at'the locks, we were fure of catching our boat, 
and having (as is the expreffion) the bwft in out 
band* 

In all thefe boats, which go night and day, (in 
fummer, at leaft) there is a njt'vandicr on board, 
who fupplies you with hot or cold eatables, wine, 
fruit, &c. indeed, every thing requiiite for a jour* 
ney. You have fmall cabin), fufficiently large 
to repofe, fitting ; and, to 4Void, at times, the 
noife of fo much company, which though, ac- 
cording to their feveral ranks, they difcover the 
whole kingdom in miniature, are, at intefvalh 
rather ennuyant* 

On my arrival at Parisy was I fo charmed with 
this twater-conveyance, that I, in a few days, em- 
barked 
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barked to fee the Pabtaclbte ; being at the head 
of the St^ney almoft, and within two miles, of 
a town called Nogent/ur Seyne — there is another 
Negent upon the Martu^^xhc fecond great nvcr 
falling to Paris — 

— >It was on a Sunday morning» early, I em- 
barked on this fecond qvater ixpidition-^l was 
uneafy at finding the whole boat fo filled! 
even the decks being crammed as not to admit 
almofl of another peribn — But, on pafiing the 
king's lodge and gardens at Choify^ I found we 
loft near iivt parts in fix of our company, who 
paid a trifle to be carried there for their Sunday's 
recreation, as we fhould to Richmond'^ 

—•It is for the convenience of hunting in the 
foreft on the oppofite fide the river, that his ma- 
jefty fo delights itt this retreat; and, as every 
one knows not this circumftance^ we are apt 
to think this place, at firft view, beneath the 
dignity of a French monarch-— 

— That expreffion reminds me of a hn-mot of 
Louis XIV. who, when his arms were fupenor 
(at leaft the vanity of that nation taught them 

to 
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to believt as much) being interrogated by his mi- 
nifler, why he did not make a point of expunging 
from the titles of a king of Great Britain, that 
of his being King of Frcma? anfwered, with a 
fmile— / care not ivbo is king of France-^ long 
as I am king i^ it* 

—I avoid defcribing any part of this river, 
on falling down frona where the canal enters 
at Montargis^ becaufe I refolved to mount it 
again— However dark and uniightly the faid river 
appears at PariSf believe me, that, above it, 
fcarce any thing can be more delightful for near 
two hundred miles, i 

The banks are fringed with many fine houfes 
and parks-^Many of the farmers general have 
their eftates on this river ; and, as no money is 
wanting in their pockets, you may eafily imagine 
every ornament to the eye, and ev'ry improve- 
ment in agriculture— 

•—You pafs by the Ibreft of Fontainhleau^ 
which ftretches a confiderable way on the banks 
of the river— Indeed, as on the Loere^ you are 
feldom out of the fight, of fome chateau de cam-^ 

fagne 
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/tf^«f-— Some ccnvtnty or fUafemi tt^wH^^hjA^ 
though the bridges (as zHMikm and other towns) 
are not of zny fuperior architedure, yet arc they 
plieafing cottfs d'oeml in a paflfage of this kind. 

In the evening of the fecond day, having tra* 
veiled all night, we arrived at Nogent/ur Seynt-^ 
I found the river was not navigable, for large 
boats, above twelve miles further^ being merely 
a ftream— We are, now, two hundred miles (by 
water) from P«riV— which I take to be the Icffer 
half of the faid river to its emboucbun at Cberburg. 

—The boats are fo regular, that paflengers 
wait in meadows to get a caft, fome few miles^ 
to vifit their friends*— and this variety was 
pleafing enough ; as, almofl every half hour, we 
faw new faces, and difcharged others ; fome of 
whom, as in all large bodies, may be underftood 
beft by what Jaques (in As you like it) fstys to 
Orlando "/ beg <we mi^y be better ftroMgers** 

—On my landing at Ncgent fur Seym it was 
very natural to wiih a little exercife, after z boat^ 
confinement of near three days— and« on aiking 
how far off the convent of Parackfi wai fitoate, 

the 
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tbt OLp^n anfwcred, ** That man, in the furfU 
<* livery, is fervaht to the a&iie/s — is come here 
<« for letters, parcels, and other like commiffions 
** frQxn Paru, as ufual on the arrival of our boat ; 
«« and he will condud you there" — 

— The moon flionc very bright ; and, it being 
near the wntage, do confefs I never had a more 
elegant evening walk — I foon found, as the clock 
Afttck Ten on our approach to the convent, that 
it would be impoflible to reconnoitre any thing 
that night — but my walk was ib far of iervice, 
befides exercife, that the fervant had taken care 
to fpread the report, of a gentleman who was 
corae from England, purpofely, as he thought 
and faid, 4m a pilgrimage to the PuracleUi that 
next morning I found every thing pr^ared to 
receive a ftranger, according to all the laws of 
convents*-which are often bo/pit als ( H&fpitaliers } 
as abounding in all the a£U of hoipitali^ — 

—As Inns took their rife in all ProteHant 
countries, on the dilTolution of monaileries, I 
bave been lately much difTatisfied at feeing a col- 
lection of travels, wrote letttr liaihion; where 
perpetual complaint is made of the vile accom- 

U modations 
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nodatlons all through Frmiee and Italy — Hul 
land of monadic hofpitality — As this gentleman 
acknowledges he was not ib rigid but to do a* 
Rome what Rome, does, by kneeling as his holinefs 
paft, rather than be iingular ; fare he could never 
be afraid of his having his tenets changed, by 
entering the doors of convents; which, ever, 
open wide to travellers — more particularly gentle- 
men of erudition, like himfelf— And yo«, fir, 
may remember what princely entertainment wo 
received at the abby of Affiengin, near firuflels, 
of which the primate of all the Auftrian Nether^ 
lands is fuperior— 

— Dr. Pococke, afterwards a biihop, frequently 
mentions what hearty reception he met with in 
the courfe of his long — long travels— where, had 
he been unknowing of mankind, and attacht to 
trifles, he might have wanted, if not convenient 
food! yet, at leaft, intelligence, (that intellednal 
diet) but that he preferred even a poor convent 
to any houfe of entertainment— 

— But, to return — You may imagine, even the 
Mn^irons of the Paraclete gave me pleafure ; 
though I could not be admitted till next dsy-« 

The 
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-The little rivtr Arduffon glittered along the 
valley; and, as vineyards produce, generally, 
many glotv-'wermsy no wonder the nightingales 
were inhabitants, as that is their favorite food — 
And it may be an hint to frail beauty, that the 
lirightnefs of the faid reptile is a fure Acp to its 
deffaruflion— 

-—As I knew Mr. Pope*B elegant produftion by 
Jieart (I am aware tliat many will fay I might 
have fpent my time better — but, to this, I can 
anfwcr in the words of Cafar^s courtiers, who 
iiaid of their mafter. That his memory was {o 
^ong as to forget nothing but injuries) I amufed 
myfelf by repeating, flowly, the faid poem, as i 
returned to Ncgiuty being little more than a good 
Mfiglijb mile ; and it held, by this oeconomy, juii 
-tp the town's end— 

-. —Though fo early at the convent next morn- 
ing, I found an elegant fummer breakfaft pro- 
vided in the Pere Sf. Romain^s apartment, wha 
was then officiating at matins — I, rather^ chofe ta 
^nter the church ; and was furprized tp find the 
great altar due weftf contrary to all niles of" 

Uz church 
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church bailding ; and only countenancea by one 
in Lomhard-ftrett^ which is north 9sAfiutb* 

—On my ftanding up at the Grille (which 
feparates the choir from the church) one of the 
fillers (whofe office it is to receive almsy and hear 
mefTages of bufinefs to any individual of the 
convent ; fo praflifed in all nunneries), afkt me 
if I jyanted any particular perfon — I told her my 
errand was only tp fee the church — on which 
fhe retired to her (lall, and devotion — 

— The Pen 5/. Romain having finifhed the 
fervice, and undrefl himfelf (I obferved while he 
laid by his robes in tht/acriftyf he repeated, vtry 
faft, certain forms, alluding to the quitting all 
garments in the grave) took me by the hand 
into his apartment, where I found another chap- 
lain; yet neither fo polite or learned as himfelf: 
his fame, even at Parisy being concurrent with 
what I found during my whole ftay-^ 

— After the ufual refrefhment, he faid, that 
the abhe/Sf being in her eighty-fecond year, 
feldom rofe 'till noon ; but that (he begged I 
would ftay 'till I faw her — for fhe was my coun 

trywomaa 
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try-woxnan, tiiough early called to be a csun/ertp 
from England ; and was allied to the extinft fa«» 
xnilies of Lifmrd and Stafford. 

She was aunt to the preTent duke de Rccbfaut^ 
tauk fifter to the Great Cardinal ; and being; 
£fth in racceffion> abbeis of that convent, pleafed 
]ierfelf to hope it would become a kind of patri* 
jnony; and that his majefty (it being a r^ynt 
abbey) would gracioufly beftow it on that name,, 
whenever ihe was called away; which ihe hourly 
txpededy and daily wifhed» 

As a further proof of this^ the ann of the 
Rocbfaukault family are over each gate- way ; and> 
on any reparation, or neiv eredion on the pre-* 
aiifesy the iaid method is always pradiied* 

Before dinnery St. RomminviMitA with me round 
the demefne. Mr. Pope's defcription is ideal ; and» 
tofoitical minds, eafily conveyed ; but I iaw nei- 
ther rocks f norpimst nor was it a kind of ground 
which' ever fcemed to encourage Aich objeds j oa 
the contrary, it was in a vale ; and mountains^ 
like tiie JlfSf generally produce views of this 
kiod* 

U 3 I cant 
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I can't but fay too, that the line 

" See in her cell fad Elo'ifa fprcad,'* 

Should be near her cell. The doors of all celb . 
open into the common cloifler. In that cloifter 
are, often» tombs ; and ihe may well be fnppofed 
to have quitted her cell (more efpecially in that 
nuarm part of France) for air, change of place* 
and xefrefhment. 

The fnper-flrufture of the Paraclete is not the 
lame as we can imagine the twelfth century to 
have produced; but the <i;W/^i/ part, as the arches 
are all ^inted^ may moil likely be fuch. 

\Adjbining- is a low building, now inhabited by 
a miller, which has fome marksof real antiquity ^ 
and Stm.Romain concurred with me in the Sen- 
timent. It feems to have been the puhlie hall' 
whese Jhelard might have given his le^ures ; for, 
in the wall) on each fide, are fmall apertures , {o 
horizontal, that it has firong appearances of 
ienebes ; which never rife theatrically in thefe 
bttUdingi abroad. 

After 
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After dinner, I had the honour of an hour's 
conver ration with the abbefs ; who declared,, that, 
during thirty-two years reiidence there, in that 
charader, fhe never had feen an Engltjhman ; bat 
that fhe believed, once, an equipage, which (he 
had reafon to take for an Englijh one, ^pt on the 
lawn, before the great gate, entering the qua- 
drangle ; but before (he could iignify her deiire of 
feeing, and, of courfe, entertaining the faid com* 
pany, they were departed, with the but too ufual 
foft bafte of my countrymen, who had juft pen- 
cilled the upright of a building, which contented 
him; though not a flone of it was out of the 
quarry, perhaps, in the days of Aielard and 
EJo'ifa. 

The community knew little of the affediihg^ 
part of the flory, which occafioned the V9io/apfhic 
letters that conclude the poetical part of thi^ vo- 
lume; and, which, however ludicrous at frft 
fight, had a further meaning then, and now^ 
than merely entertaining the gay: and rifihle* 

When the abbefs gave me leave ta fee the /«- 
ttrior part. of. the con veil tt I remember^ fome 
country clergy who had dined with ns, made a 

puib 
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r Ke. admitted, wt«» «* ^e S«^«-i«- \ ol 

Left P<^' '"*^'; L, pov^er to admrt even 

L , Aifcretionary p furteims,artV\ 

after antiqa^^Y' *" 

ledge. , . t*e bone* 

n-he frontifpleee *^^ *^^ers were depofited. 
fTufe fo very unfor--« ^-« ,, ,,^ark mo« 
"^ c bv <M-f*-^'e^*' V taUer than Ab»- 

*^'^:; t (mall //.»** «>f ^^*;;^, and the -**- 
^'"'^' Lm being trampUd "i^ ^ being 

»^^"°"uTwbicbtbey;f "^^^^ 

<i«/ vauit, crowded, 

^,U,fccmedmu . .f^^edead, 

Befo.ei-tt::ta:urp:-^'-:^::, 

"^'^f 'utwine-. m-S'^-^^"°?S„vent. axe not 
^'''' T even for ^-'^^ *^*, u" >c*. to fup- 
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or pinjionersy to maintain themfelves; the value 
of money being altered, as in all coantries. In 
this convent are only twenty-two fiflers — 

I fhdll trouble you, fir, with no other parti- 
culars ; they may eafily be gueft at. What tranf- 
cripts of infcriptions, and ceremonious papers, in 
the regifter of the convent, I had from St. Romain* 
I left with my late friend Dr. J?irfi&— -His death 
prevented my ever obtaining them again — Not 
that I fet any value on them— and, indeed, had 
they been fuch, (hould not have refus'd, as I had 
obligations to him, to the late Dr. Stukely^ and Dr« 
SharpCf for electing the duke Gallean, prince of 
the empire f and lord ften^oard of the court at 
Manheim, a Fellow of the Royal Society at my 
firft requeft — 

— The Pere St. Romaiu concluded his bene- 
volence by attending me part of the way to 
Troyesy one of the capitals of Champagne i and 
from whence the Troyes-wtight ongm^MLy was 
named— 

—I fhall conclude this to yonrfelf, fir, with a 
line of Milton's, which wiU better prove how 

eagerly 
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eagerly we all wiih to fee you in England— after 
fo long a delay ! — 

** Thou, to mankind, he good 2Xii friendly flill— 
** And, oft% return- 



lajn. Six! 



(With all gratitude) 

Yoor moil alTe^ionatei &c* 
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